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THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


CHAPTER I. 

OUTSIDE DORLCOTE MILL. 


A WIDE plain, where the bioadcmng Floss hurries on 
between its gioen banks to tlio sea, and the h»^i2ig 
tide, rusliing to meet it, chocks its passage’ with an 
impetuous einhiace. On this niighly tide? the black 
sliijis — ^ladon willi the fresh-scented fir-iilanks, with 
rounded sacks of oil-beaiing seed, or with tlio dark 
glitter of coal — arc boino along to tlio town of St 
Ogg's, whi^ih shows its aged, lliited red roofs and 
the bioad gables of its wharves between the low 
wooded hill and the river blink, tinging the water 
with a soft pur^ile hue under the ti'ansient glance of 
this February sun. Fai away on each hand stretch 
the* rioh pastui'OR, and the patches of dark earth, 
made ready for the seed of biond-leaved green crops, 
or touched ali-eady witli the tint of thc^ tender-bladed 
autumn-sown com. There is a remnant still of the 
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last year’s golden clusters of beehive ricks riling at 
intervals beyond the hedgerows; and everywhere 
the hedgerows are studded with trees : the distant 
ships seoiii to be lifting thoir masts and stretching 
their red-brown sails close among the branches of 
the spreading cash. Just by the red-roofed town the 
tiibutary Hippie flows with s? lively current into the 
Floss. How lovqjy the little livcr is, 'with its dark, 
changing wavelets ! It seems to mo like a living 
companion wdiilo I wander along the bank and listen 
to its low placid voice, as to the voice of one who is 
deaf and loving. I remember tlioso large dipping 
willows. I reiiicinbor the stone budge. 

Aud this is Doilcoto Mill. I must stand a minute 
or two here on the bridge and look at it, though the 
clouds arc thieatoning,. and it is far on in the after- 
noon. Even ill tliis leafless time of departing Feb- 
luary it is pleasant to look at — poihaps the cliill 
damp season adds c^i charm to the tiiinly-kept, com- 
toT table dwelling -house, as old as the elms and 
chestnuts that shelter it from the northoin blast. 
Tlio stream is brimful now, and lies high in this 
little withy plantation, and half drowns the grassy 
fringe of the croft in front of the house. As I look 
at the full stream, the vivid giass, the delicate 
bright-green powder softening the outline of the 
great trunks and branches that gleam fi^om under 
the bare purple boughs, I am in love with moistness, 
and envy the white ducks that arc dipping their 
heads far into the water here among the withes, 
unmindful of the awkward appearance they make in 
the drier world above. 
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The rush of the water, and the booming of the 
mill| bang a dreamy deafness, whicli seems to 
heighten tho i^eacefulness of the scene. They are 
like a groat curtain of sound, shutting one out from 
the woild beyond. And now there is the thunder of 
the huge coveicd waggon coming home with sacks 
of grain. That honest waggoner is tliiiikiiig of ,his 
dinner, getting sadly dry in thcf oven at this late 
hour; but ho will not touch it till ho has his 
horses, — ^tho strong, submissive, mook-eyed beasts, 
who, 1 fancy, are looking mild reproach at him from 
between their blinkcis, that ho should crack his 
whip at them in that awiul manner, as if they needed 
tliat hint! See how they stretch their shoulders 
up tho slope towards tho bridge, with aU tho more 
energy because they are so near homo. Look at 
their grand shaggy feet that seem to grasp the firm 
earth, at tlio patient stiength of their necks, bowed 
under tlio heavy collar, at tlio mighty muscles of 
their stiuggling liaunclies! 1 should like well to 
hear them neigh over their hardly-eained feed of 
coin, and see them, with tlieir moist nooks freed 
ftom the harness, dijiping their eager nostrils into 
tho muddy pond. Now they are on tho bridge, and 
down tlicy go again at a swifter pace, and the arch 
of tho covered waggon disappears at the turning 
beJiind tlie trees. 

Now I can turn my eyes towards the mill again, 
and watch tho unresting wheel sending out its dia* 
mond jets of water. That little girl is watching it 
too : she has been standing on just the same spot at 
the edge of the water ever since I paused on the 
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bridga And that queon whito our with the brown 
ear seomB to be loaping and barking in ineffectual 
remonstrance with the wheel ; perhaps he is jealous, 
because his playfellow in the beaver bonnet is so 
rapt in its moronient. It is time the little play- 
fellow went in, I think; and there is a very bright 
fire to tempt her : the red light shines out under the 
deepening grey of the sky. It is time, too, for me 
to leave off testing my arms on tlie cold stone of this 
bridge 

Ah, my arms arc really benumbed. I have been 
pressing my dhows on the arms of my chair, and 
dreaming that I was standing on the briJge in front 
of Dorlcote Mill, as it looked one February aitomoon 
many years ago. Before I dozed off, I was going to 
tell you what Mr and Mrs Tulliver were talldng 
about, as they sat by the blight fire in the left-hand 
pailour, on that vciy afternoon I havo been dicam- 
ing of. 



CHAPTER II. 

MR TULLIVER, OF DORLTOTR MILL, DECLARES HIS 
RESOLUTION AROUT TOM. 

“ WiiAT I want, you know,” said AFr Tiilliver — “ what 
I want is to givo Tom a good eddicalion ; nn eddica- 
tion as’ll ho a broad to lum. Tluit was what I was 
tliinkiiig of w’Uon I gave notice for liini to leave th' 
academy at Ladyday. I moan to put him to a down- 
liglit good school at MfdHummer, The two years at 
th' academy hid ha' doiio well enough, if I'd meant 
.to make a millor and fanner of him ; for he s had 
a fine sight more schoolin' nor I ever got : all the 
leainiu^ my father over paid for was a bit o' birch at 
ono end and tlie alphabet at th' other. But I should 
like Tom to be a bit of a schnlard, so as he might Ee 
up to the tucks o’ these fellows as talk fine and wiito 
with a flouiisli. It ’ud bo a help to mo wi' these law- 
suits, and arbitrations, and things. I wouldn’t make 
a downright lawyer o’ the lad — I should be sorry for 
him to bo a raskill — ^but a sort o' engineer, or a sur- 
veyor, or an auctioneer and vallyer, like BUey, or 
one o’ them smartish businesses as are al], profits and 
no outlay, only foi a big watch-chain and a high 
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tftbol. They’re pretty nigh {lU one, and they’re not 
&r off being even wi’ the law, / believe ; for Biley 
looks Lawyer Wakein i' the face as hard as one cat 
looks another. Hes none frightened at him.” 

Mr Tullivcr was speaking to his wife, a blond 
comely woman in a fan-shaped cap (I am afraid to 
c think liow long it is since fan-shaped caps were worn 
— they must be S(i near coming in again. At that 
time, when Mrs Tulliver was neaily forty, they were 
new at St Oggs, and considered sweet tilings). 

“Well, Mr Tulliver, you know best: Tve no ob- 
jections. But hadu^t I better kill a couple o’ fowl and 
have th’ aunts and uncles to dinner next week, so as 
you may hear what sister Glogg and sister Pullet 
have got to say about it? There’s a couple o’ fowl 
wants killing!” 

“ You may kill oveiy fowl i’ tlio yaid, if you like, 
Bessy ; but 1 shall ask neither aunt nor uncle what 
I’m to do wi’ my own lad,” said Mr Tulliver, de- 
fiantly. 

“ Dear heart!” said Mrs Tulliver, shocked at this 
sanguinary rhetoric, “ how can you talk so, Mr Tul- 
liver ? But it’s your way to speak disrespectful o* 
my family ; and sister Glegg throws all the blame 
upo’ me, though I’m sure I'm as innocent as the babe 
unborn. For nobody’s ever heard me say as it wasn’t 
lucky for my children to have aunts and uncles as 
can live independent. Howiyer, if Tom’s to go to a 
• new school, I should like him to go where 1 can 
w,ash hjm and mend him ; else lie might as well have 
calico as linen, for they’d be one as yallow os th’ 
other before they’d been washed half-a-dozen times. 
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And then, when the box is goin’ backards aild'i^ 
rards, I could send the lad a cake, or a pork-pie, or 
an apple ; for ho can do with an extry bit, bless him, 
whether they stint liiiii at the meals or no. My 
children can eat as much victuals as most, thank 
God.” 

“ Well, well, wo won’t send him out o’ reach o’, the 
carrier’s cart, if other things fit inf” said Mr Tiillivcr. 

But yon mustn't put a spoke i’ the wheel about the 
waahiii*, if we can t get a school near enough. Tliat’s 
tho fault I have to find wi’ you, Bessy ; if yon see a 
. stick i* the road, you’re alias's thinkin’ you can’t step 
over it. You’d want mo not to liiro a good waggoner, 
’cause he’d got a mole on his face.” 

“ Dear heart ! ” said Mrs Tullivcr, in mild surprise, 

when did I iver make objections to a man because 
he’d got a mole on his face ? I’m sure I’m rether 
fond 0* the moles ; for iny brother, as is dead an’ gone, 
had a mole on his brow. But I can’t lemember your 
iver offenng to hire a waggoner with a mole, Mr Tul- 
livcr. There was J olm Gibbs hadn’t a mole on his 
face no more nor you have, an’ I was all for liaving 
you hire /lim; an’ so you did hire him, an’ if he 
hadn’t'died o’ tb’ inflammation, as wo paid Dr Turn- 
bull for attending him, he’d very like ha’ boon driving 
the waggon now. He might have a mole somewhere 
out o’ sight, but how was I to know that, Mr Tul- 
liver ? ” 

“ No, no, Bessy ; I didn’t mean justly the mole ; 
I meant it to stand for suromat else ; but niver mind 
—it’s puzzling work, talking is.* What I’m thinking 
on, is how to find the right sort o’ school to send Tom 
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to, for 1 might be ta'cii in again, as I'vo been wi th' 
academy. I’ll liave notbiog to do wi’ a ’cadomy 
again : whativer school I send Tom to, it shan^t bo 
a ’cademy ; it sliall bo a place where the lads spend 
their time i’ suuimat else besides blacking the 
family’s shoes, and getting up the potatoes. It’s 
an uncommon puzzling thing to know what school 
to pick.” 

Mr Tnlliver j^oused a minute or two, and dived 
with both hands into liis bieoclios pockets as if he 
hoped to find some suggestion there. Apparently 
ho was not disappointed, for ho presently said, “ I 
know what I’ll do — I'll talk it over wi’ Eiley : he’s 
coming to-inon-ow, t’ arbitrate about the dam.” 

“ Well, Mr Tulliver, I’ve put the sheets out for 
the best bed, and Kezia’s got ’em hanging at tlio 
fire. They aren't tlio best sheets, but they’ie gotid 
enough for anybody to sleep in, bo he who ho will ; 
for as for them best Holland sheets, I should r(*pent 
buying ’em, only theyll do to lay us out in. An’ 
if you was to die to-morrow, IMr Tulliver, they’re 
mangled beautiful, an’ all icady, an’ smell o’ laven- 
der as it ’ud bo a pleasure to lay 'em out; on’ they 
lie at the left-hand comer o’ the big oak linen-chest 
at tlie back : not as I should trust anybody to look 
’em out but myself.” 

As Mrs Tulliver uttered the last sentence, she 
drew a bright bunch of keys from her pocket, and 
singled out one, rubbing her thumb and finger up 
and down it with a placid smile while she looked at 
the clear fire. If Mr*Tulliver had been a susceptible 
man in his conjugal relation, he might have supposed 



THE MILL ON THE FLOBa 


9 

^at sho drew out the key to aid her imagination in 
anticipating the moment when ho would be in a state 
to justify tho production of the best Holland sheets. 
Happily he was not so ; lie was only susceptible in 
respect of his light to water-power ; moreover, he had 
the marital habit of not listening very closely, and, 
since his mention of Mr Hiley, had been appamntly • 
occupied in a tactile examination of his woollen 
stockings. 

“ I think I’vo hit it, Bessy,” was his first roniaik 
after a short silence. liiloy's as likely a man as 
any to know o’ some school; lie’s had schooling 
himsolf, an’ goes about to all sorts o’ places — arbi- 
tratin’ and vallyin’ and that. And wo shall have 
lime to talk it over to - mono w night when the 
business is done. I want Tom to bo such a sort o’ 
man as Eiley, you know — as can talk pretty nigh 
as well as if it was all wrote out for him, and 
knows a good lot o’ words as don’t mean much, so 
as you can’t lay hold of ’em i’ law ; and a good 
solid knowledge o’ business too.” 

“Well,” said Mrs Tulliver, “so far as talking 
proper, and knowing cveiy thing, and walking with 
a bend in his back, and setting his Lair up, I 
shouldn’t mind the lad being brought up to that. 
But them fine -talking men from the big towns 
mostly wear the false sliirt-fionts; they wear a 
frill till it’s all a mess, and then hide it with a 
bib ; 1 know Eiley does. And then, if Tom’s to go 
and live at Mudport, like Biley, ho’U have a house 
with a kitchen hardly big enough to turn in, an* 
niver get a fresh egg for his breakfast^ an’ sleep np 
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three pair o’ stairs — or four, for what I know — anj, 
be burnt to death befoie lie can get down.” 

“ No, no,” said Mr Tulliver, “I’ve no thoughts of 
his going to Mudport: 1 moan him to set up his 
office at St Ogg's, close by us, an’ live at home. 
But,” continued Mr Tulliver after a pause, “ what 
» I’m a bit afraid on is, as Tom liasn’t got the right 
sort o’ biains for a«niart fellow. 1 doubt he’s a bit 
slowish. He takes after your family, Bessy.” 

“ Yes, that he does,” said Mis Tulliver, accepting 
the last proposition eiitiiely on its own merits; “ he’s 
wonderful for liking a deal o’ salt in his broth. That 
was my brother’s way, and my fatlier’s before him.” 

“ It seems a bit of a pity, tliough,” said Mr 'J’lilli- 
ver, “as tlie lad should take after the mothers side 
istead o’ the little wencli. That’s the worst oii’t 
wi’ the crossing o’ breeds : you can never justly cal- 
kilate u hat’ll conic on’t. The little un takes after 
xny side, now : she’s twice us ’cuto as Tom. Too 
’cute for a woman, I'm afiaid,” continued Mr Tulli- 
ver, turning his head dubiously iirst on one side and 
'&en on the other. “It’s no mischief much while 
she’s a little un, but an over-’cute woman’s no bet- 
ter nor a long-tailed sheep — she’ll fetch none the 
bigger price for that.” 

“ Yes it » a mischief while she’s a little*un, Mr 
Tulliver, for it all runs to naughtiness. How to 
keep her in a clean pinafore two hours together 
passes, my cunning. An’ now you put me i’ mind," 
continued Mrs Tulliver, rising and going to the 
window, “ I don’t know where she is now, an’ its 
pretty nigh tea-time. Ah, I thought so — ^wanderin’ 
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up an’ down by the water, like a wild thing : fibe’U 
tWble in eoine day.” 

Mrs Tullivcr rapped the window sharply, beck- 
oned, and shook her head, — a process which slio rc- 
.peated more than once beforo she returned to her 
chair. 

“ You talk o’ ’cutenesR, Mr Tullivcr,” she obsei:vod 
as she sat down, “but I’m sure tlio child’s half an 
idiot i’ some things ; for if 1 scud her up-stairs to 
fetch anything, she forgets what she's gone foi, an’ 
pcihaps ’uU sit down on the lloor i’ the sunshine an’ 
plait her hair an’ sing to herself like a Bedlam 
creatur’, all the while I’m w'aitiiig for her down- 
stairs. That niver lun i’ my fiiinily, thank God, no 
more nor a brown skin as makes her look like a 
mulatter. I don’t like to fly i’ the face o’ Provi- 
dence, but it seems hard as 1 should have but one 
goll, an’ her so comical.” • 

, “ Pooli, nonsense I ” said Mr Tulliver, “ she’s a 

straight black-eyed wench as anybody need wish to 
see. I don’t know i’ what she’s behind other folks’s 
children ; and she can read almost as well as the 
parson.” 

“ But her hair won’t cuil all I can do with it, and 
she's BO franzy about having it put i’ paper, and Tve 
such work as never was to make her stand and have 
it pinched with th’ iious.” 

“ Cut it off— cut it off short,” said the father^ 
rashly. 

“ How can you talk so, Mr Tulliver ? She’s too 
big a gell, gone nine, and tall of her age, to have 
her hair cut short ; an’ there’s her cousin Lucy’s got 
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a row o’ curls round hor head, an' not a hair out o’ 
place. It seems hard as my sister Deane should 
have that pretty child; I’m sine Lucy takes more 
after mo nor my own child does. Mi^ggie, Maggie,” 
continued the mother, in a tone of half-coaxing fret- 
fulness, as this small mistake of nature entered the 
room, “ whore’s the uso o* my telling you to keep 
away from the "wntGr? You’ll tumble in and bo 
drown ded some day, an* then you’ll be sorry you 
didn’t do as mother told you.” 

Maggie’s hair, as she threw off her bonnet, pain- 
fully confirmed her mother’s accusation : Mrs Tulli- 
ver, desiring her daughter to have a curled crop, 
“ like other folks’s childien,” had liad it cut too short 
in front to be pushed behind the ears ; and as it was 
usually straight an hour after it had been taken out of 
paper, Maggie was incessantly tossing her head to 
keep the daik heavy locks out of her gl(»aming black 
eyes — an action which gave her very much the air 
of a small Shetland pony. 

“ 0 dear, 0 dear, Maggip, what are you thinkin* 
of, to throw your bonnet down there ? Take it up- 
stairs, there's a good gcll, an' let your hair he brushed, 
an’ put your other pinafore on, an’ change your shoes 
— do, for shame ; an’ come an’ go on witli your patch- 
work, like a little lady.” 

“ 0 mother,” said Maggie, in a vehemently cross 
tone, “ I don't want to do my patchwork.” 

“ What I not your pretty patchwork, to make a 
counterpane for your aunt Glegg ? ” 

It's foolish work,” said Maggie, with a toss of 
her mane, — “tearing things to pieces to sew 'em, 
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together again. And I don’t want to do anything 
for my aunt Glegg — I don’t like her.” 

Exit Maggio, dragging her bonnet by the Btring, 
while Mr Tulliver laughs audibly. 

“I wonder at you, as you'll laugh at her, Mr 
Tulliver,” said the mother, with feeble fretfulnesB 
in her tone. “ You encourage lier i' naughtiness. 
An* her aunts will have it as it*s ^le spoils her.” 

Mrs Tulliver was what is called a good-tempered 
person — never ciied, when she was a baby, on any 
slighter ground than liuiigei and pins ; and from the 
ciadle upwards liad been hcaltliy, fair, plump, and 
dull-witted ; in filiort, the flower of her family for 
beauty and amiability. But milk and mildness are 
not the host things for keeping, and when they turn 
only a little sour, they may disagree with young 
stomachs seuouhly. I have often wondered whether 
those early Madonnas of Ihqihaol, with the blond 
faces and somewhat stupid expression, kept their 
placidity undistiirhcd when their stiong- limbed, 
strong-willed boys got a little too old to do without 
clothing. I tliiiik they must have been given to 
feeble remonstrance, getting more and more peevish 
as it became more and more ineflcotnal. 



CHAPTER III. 

MR RILEY GIVES lllS iM)VICE CONCERNING A 
SCHOOL FOR TOM. 

The gentleman in the ample white cravat and shirt- 
frill, taking Ins brandy- and- water so pleasantly with 
his good fiiond Tulliver, is Mr Biloy, a gentleman 
witli a waxen complexion and fat hands, rather 
highly educated for an auctioneer and appraiser, 
but largo- liearted enough to show a great deal of 
honhommie towards simple country acquaintances of 
hospitable habits Mr Riley spoke of such acquaint- 
ances kindly as people of the old school.” 

The conversation had come to a pause. Mr Tul- 
liver, not without a particular reason, had abstained 
from a seventh recital of the cool rotoi-t by which 
Bdey had shown himself too many for Dix, and how 
Wakem had had his comb cat for once in his life, 
now the* business of the dam had been settled by 
aibitration, and how there never would have been 
any dispute at all about the height of water if every- 
body was what they should be, and Old Hany hadn’t 
made the lawyers. Mr Tulliver was, on the whole, 
a man of safe traditional opinions ; but on one or 
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two points he had trusted to his unassisted intelleot, 
and had anived at several questionable condusions ; 
among the rest, that rats, weevils, and lawyers were 
cxeated by Old Hairy. Unhappily hcMiad no one to 
tell him that this was rampant Mauichseism, else he 
might have seen his error. But to-day it was clear 
that the good piinciple was triumphant: tliis affair i; 
of the water-power had been a tangled business some- 
how, for all it seemed — look at it one way — as plain 
as water's water ; but, big a puzzle as it was, it hadn’t 
got the better of liiley. Mr Tulliver took his brandy- 
and- water a little stronger than usual, and, for a man 
who might be supposed to have a few hundreds 
lying idle at bis banker’s, was rather incautiously 
open in expressing his high estimate of his friend’s 
businosB talents. 

But the dam vras a subject of conversation that 
would keep ; it could always be taken up again at 
llie same point, and exactly in the same condition ; 
and there was another subject, as you know, oit 
which Mr Tulliver was in pressing want of Mr 
Biley’s advice. This was his particular reason for 
remaining silent for a short space after his last 
draught, and rubbing his knees in a meditative 
manner. He was not a man to make an abrupt 
transition. This was a puzzling world, as he often 
said, and if you drive your waggon in a huriy, you 
may light on an awkward comer. Mr Biloy, mean- 
while, was not impatient Why should he be ? Even 
Hotspur, one would think, must have been patient 
in his slippers on a warm hearth, taking copious 
snuff, and sipping gratuitous biandy-and-water. 
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‘‘ There's a thing Fve got i’ my head,” said Mr 
Tulliver at last, in rather a lower tone than usual, 
as he turned *liis head and looked steadfastly at his 
oompanion. ^||||||^ 

Ah ! ” said Mr Biley, in a tone of mild interest. 
He was a man with heavy waxen eyelids and hig^i- 
[ arohed eyebrows, looking exactly the same Aider all 
circumstances. This immovability of face, and the 
habit of taking a pinch of snuff before he gave an 
answer, made him trebly oracular to Mr Tulliver. 

“ It*s a veiy particular tiling,” he went on ; “ it*s 
about my boy Tom.” 

At the sound of this name, Maggie, who was seated 
on a low stqol close by the fire, with a large book 
open on her lap, shook her heavy hair back and look- 
ed up eageily. There were few sounds that roused 
Maggie when she was dreaming over her book, but 
Tom’s name served as well as the shiillcst whistle : 
in an instant she was on the watch, with gleaming 
eyes, like a Skye terrier suspecting luiscliief, or at 
all events detei mined to fly at any one who threat- 
ened it towards Tom. 

“ You see, I want to put him to a now school at 
Midsummer,” said Mr Tulliver ; “ he’s cornin’ away 
from the ’cademy at Ladyday, an’ 1 shall let liim run 
loose foT^a quarter ; but after that I want to send him 
to a downright good school, where they’ll make a 
soholard of him.” 

“Well," said Mr Biley, “there’s no greater ad- 
vantage you can give him than a good education. 

he added, with polite significance, “ not that 
a man can’t be an excellent miller and farmer, and 
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a shrewd seDsible fellow into the bargain, without 
mnoh help from the schoolmaster.” 

1 believe you/’ said Mr Tulliver,^mking, and 
turning his head on one side, but thafllRiere it is. 

don't mean Tom to be a miller and farmer. I see 
no fun i’ that: why, if 1 made him a miller an’ 
farmer, h9d be expectin’ to take to the mill an' the 
land, an’ a-hinting at me as it was time for me to lay 
by an' think o’ my latter end. Nay, nay, I’ve seen 
enough o’ that wi' sons. I’ll niver pull my coat off 
before I go to bed. I shall give Tom an eddication 
an put him to a business, as he may make a nest 
for himself, an' not want to push me out o’ mine. 
Pretty uell if he gets it when I’m dead an’ gone. 
I shan’t be put off wi’ spoon-meat afore I’ve lost my 
teeth." 

This was evidently a point on which Mr Tullivor 
felt strongly, and the impetus which had given un- 
usual ra 2 )idily and emphasis to his speech, showed 
itself still unexhausted for some minutes afterwards 
in a defiant motion of the head from side to side, 
and ail occasional ‘‘Nay, nay,” like a subsiding 
growl. 

These angiy symptoms were keenly observed by 
Maggie, and cut her to the quick. Tom, it appdhred, 
was supposed capable of turning his father out of 
doors, and of making the future in some way tragic 
by his wickedness. This was not to be borne ; and 
Maggie jumped up from her stool, forgetting all 
about her heavy book, which fell with a bang within 
the fender ; and going up between her fathet^t knees^ 
said, in a half-crying, half-indignant voice~ 

VOL. L 
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Father, Tom wouldn’t be naughty to you ever ; 
I know he wouldn’t” 

Mrs TulUrer was out of the room superintending 
a choice fllper-diBh, and Mr Tullivor’s heart was 
touched ; so Maggie was not scolded about the bool^. 
Mr Biley quietly picked it up and looked at it, while 
the father laughed with a certain tenderdks in his 
hard-lined face, and patted his little girl on the back, 
and then held her hands and kept her between his 
knees. 

“ What I they mustn’t say any harm o’ Tom, eh ?” 
said Mr Tulliver, looking at Maggie with a twink- 
ling eye. Then, in a lower voice, turning to Mr 
Bilej', as though Maggie couldn’t hear, She under- 
stands what one’s talking about so as never W'as. 
And you should hear her read — straight off, as if she 
knowed it all beforehand. And allays at her book I 
But it’s bad — it’s bad,” Mr Tulliver added, sadly, 
checking this blamablo exultation ; a woman's no 
business wi’ being so clever ; it’ll tnni to trouble, I 
doubt. But, bless you I ” — here the exultation w'as 
clearly recovering the mastery — “ she’ll read the 
bopks and understand ’em better nor half the folks 
as are growed up ” 

Maggie’s cheeks began to flush with triumphant 
excitement : she thought Mr Biley would have a 
respect for her now ; it had been evident that he 
thought nothing of her before. 

Mr Biley was turaiug over the leaves of the book, 
and she could make nothing of his face, with its 
high-arched eyebrows ; but ho presently looked at 
her and said, 
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Gome, come and tell me something about this 
book; here are some pictures — I want to know 
what they moan.” ^ 

Maggie with deepening colour went Imhout hesi- 
tation to Mr Biloy’s elbow and looked over the book, 
eagerly seizing one corner and tossing back her 
mane, while she said, 

0, ril tell you what that nieanb. It's a dread, 
ful pictui-o, isn’t it ? But 1 can’t help looking ut it. 
That old woman in the water’s a witch — they’ve put 
her in to' find out whether she’s a witch or no, and if 
slie swims she’s a witch, and if she's drowned — and 
killed, you know — she’s innocent, and not a witch, 
but only a poor silly old w'Oniaa But what good 
would it do her Ihen, you know, w'hen she was 
drow'ned? Only, I suppose, she’d go to heaven, 
and God would make it up to her. And this dread- 
ful blacksmith with his arms akimbo, laughing — oh, 
isn't he ugly? — I’ll tell you wliat ho is. He's tlie 
deyil reaZ/y” (hero Maggie’s voice became louder 
•and more emphatic), and not a right blacksmith ; 
for the devil takes the shape of wicked men, and 
walks about and sots people doing wicked things, 
and he’s oftOner in the shape of a bad man than any 
other, because, you know, if people saw he was the 
devil, and ho roared at ’em, they'd run away, and he 
couldn’t make ’em do what he pleased.” 

Mr Tulliver had listened to tlus exposition of 
Maggie’s with petrifying wonder. 

“ Why, what book is it the wench has got bold 
on ? ” he burst out, at last 

' The History of the Devil,’ by Daniel Defoe ; 
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not quite the right book for a little girl^" said Mr 
Biley. “ How came it among your hooks, Tulliver?” 

Maggie .j^oked hurt and discouraged, while her 
father said,^ 

“ Wliy, it*B one o* tlie books I bought at Partridge’s 
sale. Thoy was all bound alike — it’s a good bind- 
iiigi yo^ see — and I thought they’d be all good 
books. There’s* Jeremy Taylor’s ‘ Holy Living and 
Dying ’ among ’em ; I read in it often of a Sunday ” 
(Mr Tulliver felt somehow a familiarity with that 
great writer because his name was Jeremy) ; “ and 
there’s a lot more of ’em, sermons mostly, 1 think ; 
but they’ve all got the same covers, and I thought 
they were all o' one samplo, as you may say. But 
it seems one mustn’t judge by th’ outside. This is 
a puzsslin’ world.” 

“ Well,” said Mr Eiley, in an admonitory patron- 
ising tone, as he patted Maggie on the head, “ 1 ad- 
vise you to put by the ‘History of tho Do\il,’ and 
read some prettier book. Havo you no prettier 
books ? ” 

“0 yes,” said Maggie, reviving a little in the 
desire to vindicate the variety of her reading, “ I 
know the reading in this book isn’t pretty — but I 
like the pictures, and 1 make stories to the picturos 
out of my own head, you know. But IVe got 
‘iEsop’s Fables,' and a book about Kangaroos and 
things, and the ‘ Pilgrim’s Progress.' ” . . . . 

“ Ah, a beautiful book,” said Mr Biley; “you can’t 
read a better.” 

“ Well, but there’s a great deal about the devil in 
that,” said Maggie, triumphantly, “and I'll show 
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yon the picture of him in his true shape, as he 
fovight with Christian.’* 

Maggie ran in an instant to the comer of the room, 
jumped on a chair, and reached down frdh the small 
bookcase a shabby old copy of Bunyan, which opened 
at on^ce, without the least trouble of search, at the 
picture she wanted. 

Here he is,’* she said, running back to Mr Riley., 
‘‘and Tom coloured him for me with his paints when 
he was at homo last holidays — ^the body all black, 
you Imow, and the eyes red, like fiie, because he’s 
all fire inside, and it shines out at his eyes.” 

“ Go, go 1 " said Mr Tulliver, peremptorily, bo- . 
ginning to feel rather uncomfortable at these ftee 
remarks on the personal appearance of a being power- 
ful enough to create lawyers ; “ shut up the book, 
and let’s hear no more o’ such talk. It is as I thought 
— the child ’ull learn more mischief nor good wi’ the 
books. Go, go and see after your mother.” 

Maggie shut up the book at once, with a sense of 
.disgrace, but not being inclined to see after her 
mother, she compromised the matter by going into 
a dark comer behind her father’s chair, and nursing 
her doll, towards which she had an occasional fit of 
fondness in Tom’s absence, neglecting its toilette, 
but lavishing so many warm kisses on it that the 
waxen cheeks had a wasted unhealthy appearance. 

“ Did you ever hear the like on’t ? ” said Mr Tul- 
livor, as Maggie retired. “ It’s a pity but what she’d 
been the lad — she’d ha’ been a match for the lawyers, ' 
9he would. It’s the wonderful’st thing’— here he 
lowered his voice — “ as I picked the mother because 
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she wasn’t o’er ’cute — ^bein’ a good-looking woman 
too, an’ come of a rare family for managing ; but I 
picked her from her sisters o’ purpose, ’cause she 
was a bit weak, like ; for 1 wasn’t agoin’ to be told 
the rights o' things by my own fireside. But you see 
when a man’s got brains himself, there’s no knowing 
where they’ll run to ; an’ a ^deasant sort o’ soft 
woman may go oti breeding you stupid lads and ’oute 
wenches, till it’s lilvo as if the world was turned topsy- 
turvy. It's an uncommon puzzlin’ thing.” 

Mr Eiley’s gravity gave way, and he shook a Httlo 
under the application of his pinch of snuff, before he 
said — 

But your lad’s not stupid, is he ? I saw him, 
when 1 was here last, busy making fishing-taolde ; 
he seemed quite up to it.” 

“Well, he isn’t not to say stupid — ^he’s got a 
notion o' things out o’ door, an’ a soit o’ common- 
sense, as he'd lay hold o' tilings by the right handle. 
But lie’s slow with his tongue, you see, and ho reads 
but poorly, and can’t abide the books, and qiells, 
all wrong, they tell me, an’ as shy as can be wi' 
strangers, an' yon never hear him say ’cute things 
like the little wench. Now, what I want is to send 
him to a school where they'll make him a bit nimble 
with his tongue and his pen, and make a smart chap 
of him. 1 want my -son to be even wi’ these fiatlMrs 
as have got the start o’ mo with having better i^ool- 
ing. Not but what, if the world had been lefMpGI’Od 
made it, I could ha’ seen my way, and held m^own 
wi’ the best of ’em ; but things have got so twisted 
round and wrapped up i’ unreasonable wordSi as ain’t 
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1 ^ Idt like ^ein, as I'm clean at fault, often an' often. 
Everything winds about so — the more straiglitforrord 
you are, the more you’ie puzzled.” 

Mr Tnlliver took a draught, swallowed it slowly, 
and shook his head in a melancholy manner, con- 
scious of exemplifying tho truth that u perfectly 
sane intellect is hardly at home in this insane 
woild. « 

“ You're quite in the right of it, Tulliver,” observed 
Mr Biley. “ Better spend an extra bundled or two 
on 3 'our son's education, than leave it him in your 
will. 1 know I should have tried to do so by a son 
of mine, if I'd had one, though, God knows, I haven’t 
your roady-money to play with, Tulliver; and I have 
a ‘houseful of daughters into tlie bai’gain.” 

“ I daresay, now, you know of a school as 'ud be 
just the thing for Tom,” said Mr Tulliver, not diverted 
from his purpose by any sympathy with Mr Biley’s 
deficiency of ready cash. 

Mr Biley took a pinch of snuff, and kept Mr Tulli- 
ver in suspense by a silence that seemed deliberative, 
before he said — 

1 know of a veiy fine chance for any one that’s 
got the necessary money, and that's what you have, 
Tulliver. The fact is, 1 wouldn’t lecommend any 
friend of mine to send a boy to a legular school, if 
he could afford to do better. But if any one wanted 
his boy to get superior instniction and training, 
where he would be the companion of his master, and 
that master a first-rate fellow — I know his man. I 
wouldn't mention the chance to everybody, because 
I don't think everybody would succeed in getting iti 
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if he were* to tiy ; but I mention it to you, TuUiver 
— between ourselves.” 

The fixed inquiring glance witli which Mr TuUiver 
had been watching his fiiend's oracular face became 
quite eager. 

“ Ay, now, let’s hear,” he said, adjusting himself 
in his chair with the complacency of a person 
who is thought nworthy of important communica- 
tions. 

“ He’s an Oxford man,” said Mr Biley, senten- 
tiounly, shutting his mouth close, and looking at Mr 
TuUiver to observe the effect of this stimulating in- 
formation. 

“What! a parson?” said Mr TuUiver, rather 
doubtfully. 

“ Yes, and an M A. The bishop, I understand, 
thinks very highly of him : why, it was the bishop 
who got him his present cuiaoy.” 

“ Ah ? ” said Mr TuUiver, to whom one thing was 
as wonderful as another concerning these unfamiliar 
phenomena. “ But what can ho want wi’ Tom, 
then ? ” 

“Why, the fact is, he’s fond of teaching, and 
wishes to keep up liis studies, and a clergyman has 
but little opportunity for that in liis parochial duties. 
He’s willing to take one or two boys as pupils to fill 
up his time profitably. The boys would be quite of 
the family — the finest thing in the world for them; 
under Stelling’s eye continually.” 

“ But do you think they’d give the poor lad twice 
o' padding ? ” said Mrs TuUiver, who was now in her 
place again. “ He’s such a boy for pudding as never 
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WEB ; an' a growing boy like that— it’s dreadful to 
think o’ their stintin’ him.” 

“ And what money ’ud ho want ? ” said Mr Tulli- 
ver, whose instinct told him that the services of this 
admirable M. A would boar a high price. 

“ Why, I know of a clergyman who asks a hundied 
and fifty with his youngest pupils, and he's not to be 
mentioned with Stelling, the man I*speak of. I knew, 
on good authority, that one of the chief people at 
Oxford said, ‘ Stelling might get the highest honours 
if he chose.’ But he didn’t care about university 
honours. He’s a quiet man — not noisy.” 

“ Ah, a deal better — a deal better,” said Mr Tiil- 
liver ; but a hundred and fifty’s an uncommon 
price. I never thought o’ payin’ so much as that.” 

“A good education, let mo tell you, Tulliver — a 
good education is cheaxi at the money. But Stelling 
is moderate in his terms — ^lio’s not a grasping man. 
I’ve no doubt he’d take your boy at a hundred, and 
that's what you wouldn’t get many other clergymen 
to do. I’ll write to him about it, if you like.” 

Mr Tulliver rubbed his knees, and looked at the 
carpet in a meditative manner. 

“ But belike he’s a bachelor,” observed Mrs Tul- 
liver in the interval, “ an’ I’vo no opinion o’ house- 
keepers. There was my brother, as is dead an' 
gone, had a housekeeper once, an’ she took half the 
feathers out o' the best bed, an’ packed em’ up an’ 
sent 'em away. An' it’s unknown the linen she 
made away with — Stott her name was. It 'ud break 
my heai-t to send Tom where there's a housekeeper, 
an’ 1 hope you won’t think of it, Mr Tulliver.” 
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Ton may set your mind at rest on that score, 
Mrs Tulliver,” said Mr Biley, “ for Stelling is mar- 
ried to as nice a little woman as any man need wish 
for a wife. There isn't a kinder little soul in tlie 
world ; I know her family well. She has very much 
your comidexion — light curly hair. She comes of a 
good Mudport family, and it’s not every offer that 
would have beer? acceptable in that quarter. But 
Stelling’s not an everyday man. Bather a particular 
fellow as to the people ho chooses to be connected 
with. But I think ho would liavc no objection to 
take your son — 1 ihink ho would not, on my repre- 
sentation.” 

I don’t know what he could have against the lad,” 
said Mrs Tulliver, with a slight touch of motherly 
indignation, a nice fresh-skinned lad as anybody 
need wish to see.” 

But there*s one thing I’m thinking on,’' said Mr 
Tulliver, turning his head on one side and looking at 
Mr Bilcy, after a long perusal of the carpet “ Wouldn’t 
a parson be almost too high-leamt to bring up a lad 
to be a man o’ business ? My notion o' the parsons 
was as they’d got a sort o’ learning as lay mostly 
out o' sight. And that isn't what I want for Tom. 
I want him to know figures, and write like print, and 
see into tilings quick, and know what folks mew, 
and how to wrap tilings up in words as aren’t action- 
able. It’s an uncommon hue thing, that is,” con- 
cluded Mr Tulliver, shaking his head, when you 
can let a man know what you think of him without 
paying for it” 

« 0 my dear Tulliver,” said Mr Biley, you're 
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quite under a mistake about tlie clergy ; ail the best 
sohoolniasters are of the clergy. The schoolmasters 
who are not clergymen, are a very low sot of men 
generally” .... 

Ay, that Jacobs is, at tlie ’cadomy,” interposed 
Mr Tulliver. 

“ To be sure — ^men who have failed in other trades, 
most likely. Now .a clergyman is a gentleman, by 
profession and erlucutiou ; and besides that, he has 
the knowledge that will ground a boy^ and prepare 
him for entering on any career with ciedit. There 
may bo some clergymen who are mcio book-men; 
but you may depend upon it, Stelliog is not one of 
them — a man that's wide awake, let me tell you. 
Drop him a hint, and that^s enough. You talk of 
figures, now ; you have only to say to Stelling, ‘ I 
want my son to bo a thoiougli arithmetician,' and 
you may leave the rest to him.” 

Mr Kiley paused a moment, while Mr Tulliver, 
Bomewdiat reassured as to clerical tutorship, was in- 
wardly rehearsing to an imaginary Mr Stelling the 
statement, “ 1 want my son to know 'retlimctic.” 

You see, my dear Tulliver,” Mr Riley continued, 

when you get a thoroughly educated man, like 
Stelling, he’s at no loss to take up any branch of in- 
struction. When a v/orkman knows the use of his 
tools, he can make a door as well as a window.” 

“ Ay, that’s true,” said Mr Tulliver, almost con- 
vinced now that the clergy must be the best of 
schoolmasters. 

“ Well, ril tell you what Til do for you,” said Mr 
Biley, and I wouldn’t do it for everybody. I’ll see 
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Stelling’s fadier-iu-laW| or drop him a line when I 
get back to Brassing, to say that you wisii to place 
your boy with his son-in-law, and I daresay Stel- 
ling will wiite to you, and send you his terms.” 

“ But there’s no hurry, is there ? ” said Mrs Tul- 
liver ; “ for I hope, Mr Tulliver, you won’t let Tom 
begin at his new school befoie Midsummer. He 
began at the ’cadomy at tho Ladyday quarter, and 
you see what good’s come of it.” 

“Ay, ay, Bessy, never brew wi* bad malt upo’ 
Michaelmas day, else you’ll have a poor tap,” said 
Mr Tulliver, winking and smiling at Mr Biley 
with the natural pride of a man wdio has a buxom 
wife conspicuously his infeiior in intellect. “But 
it’s true tliere’s no hurry — you've hit it tliere, 
Bessy.” 

“ It might bo as well not to defer the arrangement 
too long,” said Mr Riley, quietly, “ for Stelliug may 
have piopositions from other parties, and I know he 
would not take more than two or throe boardeTB,i if so 
many. If I were you, I think 1 would enter on tlie 
subject with Stolling at once : there’s no necessity 
for sending the boy before Midsummer, but I would 
be on tho safe side, and make sure that nobody fore- 
stalls you.” 

“ Ay, there’s summat in that,” said Mr Tulliver. 

“ Father,” broke in Maggie, who had stolen un- 
percoived to her fathei^s elbow again, listening with 
parted lips, while she held her doll topsy-turvy, and 
crushed its nose against the wood of the chair-^ 
“ Father, is it a long way off w^here Tom is to go ? 
shan’t we ever go to sec him?” 
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*'1 ^on’t know, my wench,’* said the father, ten-* 
derly. “ Ask Mr Biley ; he knows.” 

Maggie came round promptly in front of Mr Biley,* 
and said, *'How far is it, please sir?" 

'^0, a long long way off/’ that gentleman an- 
swered, being of opinion that children, when they 
are not naughty, should always be spoken to jocosely. 
^‘You must borrow the seven-leagued boots to -get 
to him.” 

” That’s nonsense 1” said Maggie, tossing her 
head haughtily, and turning away wdtli the tears 
springing in her eyes. She began to dislike Mr 
Biley : it was evident ho thought htjr silly and of no 
consequence. 

** Hush, Maggie, for shame of you, asking ques- 
tions and chatteiing,” said her mother. “ Come and 
sit down on your little stool and hold your tongue, 
do. But,” added Mrs Tulliver, who had her own 
alarm awakened, “ is it so far off as I couldn’t wash 
him and mend him ? " 

“ About fifteen miles, that’s all,” said Mr Biley. 

You can drive tliere and back in a day quite com- 
fortably. Or — Stelling is a hospitable, pleasant man 
— ^he’d be glad to have you stay.” 

“ But it’s too far off for the linen, I doubt,” said 
Mrs Tulliver, sadly. 

The entrance of supper opportunely adjourned this 
difficulty, and relieved Mr Biley from the labour of 
suggesting some solution or compromise — a labour 
which he would othenvise doubtless have under- 
taken ; for, as you perceive, he was a man of very 
obliging manners. And he had really given himself 
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* the trouble of recommending Mr Stelling to his friend 
Tullivor without any positive expectation of a solid, 
‘definite advantage resulting to himself, notwithstand- 
ing the subtle indications to the contraiy which might 
have misled a too sagacious observer. For there is 
nothing more widely misleading than sagacity if it 
happens to get on a wrong scent ; and sagacity, per- 
suaded that men icsually act and speak from distinct 
motives, with a consciously proposed end in view, is 
certain to waste its energies on imaginary game. 
Plotting covetousness and deliberate contrivance, in 
order to compass a selflsh end, are nowhere abundant 
but in the world of the dinmatist: they demand too 
intense a mental action for many of our fellow-par- 
ishioners to bo guilty of them. It is easy enough to 
spoil the lives of our neighbours without taking so 
much trouble : w'o can do it by busy acquiescence 
and lazy oriiission, by trivial falsities for which wo 
hardly know a reason, by small frauds neutralised 
by small extravagancies, by maladroit flatteries, and 
clumsily impiovisod insinuations. Wo live from 
hand to mouth, most of us, with a small family of 
imml^diate desires — we do little else than snatch a 
morsel to satisfy the hungty brood, rarely thinking 
of seed-corn or the next year's crop. 

Mr Biley was a man of business, and not cold 
towards his own interest, yet even he was more 
under the influence of small promptings than of far- 
sighted designs. He had no private understanding 
with the Bev. Walter Stelling ; on the contrary, he 
knew very little of that M.A. and his acquirements 
— not quite enough perhaps to warrant so strong a 
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recommondation of him as he had given to his friend 
Tulliver. But he believed Mr Stclling to be an ex- 
cellent classiC|.for Oadsby had said so, and Gadsby^B 
first cousin was aii Oxford tutor ; which was better 
ground for the belief evc^n than his own immediate 
observation would have been, for though Mr Biley 
had received a tincture of the classics at the great 
Mudport Free School, and had a sense of understand- 
ing Latin generally, his comprehension of any parti- 
cular Latin w'as not ready. Doubtless there re- 
mained a subtle aroma from his juvenile contact with 
the De Senectute and the Fourth Book of the JEntid^ 
but it had ceased to bo distinctly recognisable as 
classical, and was only perceived in the higher 
finish and force of his auctioned iug style. Then, 
Stelling was an Oxford man, and the Oxford men 
were always — no, no, it was the Cambridge men 
who wore always good mathematicians. But a man 
who had had a university education could teach any- 
thing he liked ; especially a man like Stelling, who 
had made a speech at a Mudport dinner on a politi- 
cal occasion, and had acquitted himself so well that 
it was generally remarked, this son-in-law of Timp- 
Bon’s was a shaip fellow. It was to bo expected of 
a Mudport man, from the parish of St Ursula, that he 
would not omit to do a good turn to a son-in-law of 
Timpson’s, for Timpson was one of tlie most useful 
and influential men in the parish, and had a good 
deal of business, which ho knew how to put into the 
right hands. Mr Biley liked such men, quite apart 
from any money which might be diverted, through 
their good judgment, from leas worthy pockets into 
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his own ; and it would be a satisfaction to him to 
say to Timpson on his return home, “ I've secured a 
good pupil for your son-in-law.” Timpson had a 
large family of daughters ; Mr Eiley felt for him : 
besides, Louisa Timpson’s face, with its light curls, 
had been a familiar object to him over the pew 
wainscot on a Sunday for nearly fifteen years ; — ^it 
was natural her .husband should bo a commendable 
tutor. Moreover, Mr Eiley knew of no other school- 
master whom he had any ground for recommending 
in preference : why then should he not recommend 
Stelling ? His friend Tiilliver liad asked him for an 
opinion: it is always chilling, in friendly intercourse, 
to say you have no opinion to give. And if you 
deliver an opinion at all, it is more stupidity not to 
do it with an air of conviction and well-founded 
knowledge. You make it your own in uttering it, 
and naturally get fond of it. Thus, Mr Eiley, know- 
ing no harm of Stelling to Login with, and wishing 
him woll, so far as he had any wishes at ull conceni- 
ing him, had no sooner recommended him than he 
began to think with admiration oi a man recom- 
mended on such high authority, and would soon 
liave gathered so warm an interest on the subject, 
that if Mr Tulliver had in the end declined to send 
Tom to Stelling, Mr Eiley would Lave thought his 
friend of the old school a thoroughly pig-headed 
follow. 

If you blame Mr Eiley very severely for giving a 
recommendation on such slight grounds, I must say 
you are rather hard upon him. Why should an 
auctioneer and appraiser thii-ty years ago, who had 
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as good As forgotten his free-sohool Latin, be ez* 
peoted to manifest a delicate scrupnlosity which is 
not always ezliibited by gentlemen of the learned 
pTofcBsions, even in our present advanced stage of 
morality ? 

Besides, a man with the milk of human kindness 
in him can scarcely abstain from doing a good- 
natured action, and one cannot be ^ood-natured all 
round. Nature herself occasionally quarters an in- 
convenient parasite on an animal towards whom she 
has otherwise no ill-will. What then ? We admire 
her care for the j^arasite. If Mr Biley had shrunk 
from giving a recommendation that was not based 
on valid evidence, ho would not have helped Mr 
Stelling to a paying pupil, and that would not have 
been so well for the reverend gentleman. Consider, 
too, that all the pleasant littlo dim ideas and compla- 
cencies — of standing well with Timpson, of dispens- 
ing advice when ho was asked for it, of impressing 
his fiiend Tullivcr with additional respect, of saying 
something, and saying it emphatically, with other 
inappreciably minute ingredients that went along 
with the warm hearth and the brandy-and-water to 
make up Mr Bilcy's consciousness on this occasion — 
would have been a mere blank. 


VOL. f. 



GHAPTER IV. 

TOM IS EXPECTED. 

It was a heavy disappointment to Maggie that she 
was not allowed to go with her father in the gig 
when ho went to fetch Tom homo from the academy ; 
but the morning was too wet, Mrs Tulliver said, for 
a little gill to go out in her best bonnet. Maggie 
took the opposite view very stiongly, and it was a 
direct consequence of this difference of opinion that 
when her motlior was in the act of brushing out the 
reluctant black crop, Maggio suddenly rushed from 
under her hands and dipped her head in a basin of 
water standing near — in the vindictive determina- 
tion that there should bo no more chance of curls that 
day. 

“ Maggie, Maggie,” exclaimed Mrs Tulliver, sit- 
ting stout and helpless with the brushes on her lap, 
what is to become of you if you're so naughty ? 
rU tell your aunt Glegg and your aunt Pullet when 
they come next week, and they'll never love you any 
more. 0 dear, 0 dear I look at your dean pinafore, 
wet from top to bottom. Folks 'uU think it's a judg^- 
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ment on me ae IVe got sucli a ohild^thej’ll think 
I've done summat vricked." 

Before this remonstrance was finished, Maggie 
was already out of hearing, making her way towards 
tho great attic that ran under the old high-pitched 
roof, shaking the water from her black locks as she 
ran, like a Skye terrier escaped from his bath. This 
attic was Maggie^s favourite retreat on a wet day, 
when the weather was not too cold ; h&ro she fretted 
out all her ill-humours, and talked aloud to the 
worm-eaten floors and tho worm-eaten shelves, and 
tho dark rafters festooned with cobwebs ; and liere 
she kept a Fetisli which she punished for all her 
iiiisfortunes. This was tho trunk of a largo wooden 
doll, which once stared with tho roundest of eyes 
above the reddest of cheeks ; but was now entirely 
defaced by a long career of vicarious Buffering. 
Throe noils driven into tho head commemorated &s 
many crises in Maggie's nine years of earthly 
struggle; that luxury of vengeance liaving been 
suggested to her by the picture of Jacl destroying 
Sisera in the old Bible. The last nail had been driven 
in with a fiercer stroke than usual, for the Fetish on 
that occasion represented aunt Glegg. But immedi- 
ately afterwards Maggie had reflected tliat if sbo' 
drove many nails in, she would not bo so well able 
to fancy that the head was hurt when she knocked 
it against the wall, nor to comfort it, and make be- 
lieve to poultice it, when her fury was abated ; for 
even aunt Olegg would be pitiable when she had 
been hurt voiy much, and thoroughly humiliated, so 
as to beg her niece’s pardon. Since then she had 
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driven no more nails in, but had soothed herself bj 
alternately grinding and beating the wooden head 
against the rough brick of the great chimneys that 
made two square pillars supporting the roof. That 
was what she did this morning on reaching the attic, 
sobbing all the while with a passion that expelled 
every other form of consciousness — even the memory 
of the grievance that had caused it. As at last the 
sobs wore getting quieter, and the grinding less 
fierce, a sudden beam of sunshine, falling through 
the wire lattice across the worm-eaten* shelves, 
made her throw away the Fetish and run to the 
window. The sun was really breaking out; the 
sound of the mill seemed cheerful again ; the granary 
doors Wei'S open; and there was Yap, the queer 
white-and-brown terrier, with one ear turned back, 
trotting about and sniffing vaguely, as if he were 
iif search of a companion. It was irresistible. 
Maggie tossed her hair back and ran down-stairs, 
seized her bonnet without putting it on, peeped, and 
then dashed along the passage lest she should en- 
counter her mother, and was quickly out in the 
yard, whirling round like a Pythoness, and singing 
as she whirled, ‘‘Tap, Yap, Tom’s coming home I ” 
while Yap danced and barked round her, as much as 
to say, if there was any noise wanted he was the dog 
for it. 

“ Hegh, hegh. Miss, yop’ll make yourself giddy, 
an’ tumble down i’ the dirt,” said Luke, the head 
miller, a tall broad-shouldered man of forty, blaok- 
eyed and black-haired, subdued by a general medi- 
ness, like an auricula. 
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Maggie paused in her whirling and said, stagger- 
ing a little, ‘‘ 0 no, it doesn’t make me giddy, Luke ; 
may I go into the mill with you ? 

Maggie loved to linger in the great spaces of the 
mill, and often came out with her black hair powdered 
to a soft whiteness that made her dark eyes flash out 
with new fire. The resolute din, the unresting 
motion of the great stones, giving her a dim deli- 
cious awe as at the presence of an uncontroUablo 
force — ^the meal for ever pouring, pouring — ^ilie fine 
white powder softening all surfaces, and making the 
very spider-nets look like a faery lacc-work — the 
sweet pure scent of the meal — all helped to make 
Maggie feel that the mill was a little world apart 
from her outside everyday life. The spiders were 
especially a subject of speculation with her. She 
wondered if they had any relations outside the mill, 
for in that case there must bo a painful difficulty in 
their family intercourse — a fat.and floury spider, ac- 
customed to take his fly well dusted with meal, must 
43uffer a little at a cousin’s table where the fly was 
au naturel^ and the lady-spiders must bo mutually 
shocked at each other^s appearance. But the part 
of the mill she liked best was the topmost story — 
the com-hutch, where there were the great heaps of 
grain, which she could sit on and slide down con- 
tinually. She W'as in the habit of taking this recrea- 
tion as she conversed with Luke, to whom she was 
very communicative, wishing him to think well of 
her understanding, as her father did. 

Perhaps she felt it necessary to recover her posi- 
tion witih him on the present occasion, for, as she sat 
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diding on the heap of grain near which he was busy- 
ing himself, she said, at that shrill pitch which was 
requisite in mill-society — 

I think you never read any book but the Bible 
— did you, Luke ? ” 

“Nay, Miss — an’ not much o’ that,” said Luke, 
with gi-eat frankness. “ I’m no reader, I am’t” 
“But if I lent you oue of my books, Luke? I’ve 
not got any very pretty books that would be easy 
for you to read ; but there’s ‘ Pug^s Tour of Europe' 
— ^that would toll you all about the different sorts of 
people in the world, and if you didn’t understand the 
reading, the pictures would help you — ^they show 
the looks and ways of the people^ and what they do. 
There are the Dutchmen, very fat, and smoking, you 
know — and one sitting ou a barrel.’' 

“ Nay, Miss, I’n no opinion o’ Dutchmen. There 
ben’t much good i’ knowin’ about them*' 

“But they’re our fellow-creatures, Luke — we ought 
to know about our fellow-creatures.” 

“ Not much o' fellow-creaturs, I think. Miss ; all 
I know — my old master, as war a knowin’ man, used 
to say, says ho, ‘ If e’er I sow my wheat wi’out 
brinin’, I’m a Dutchman,’ says he ; an’ that war as 
much as to say as a Dutchman war a fool, or next 
door. Nay, nay, I am’t goin’ to bother mysen about 
Dutchmen. There’s fools enoo — an’ rogues enoo — 
wi’out lookin’ i’ books for em.” 

“ 0, well,” said Maggie, rather foiled by Luke’s 
unexpectedly decided views about Dutchmen, “ per- 
haps you would like 'Animated Nature’ better — 
that’s not Dutchmen, you know, but elephants, and 
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kangaroos, and the civet cat, and the snn-fish, and a 
bird sitting on its tail — forget its name. There 
are countries full of those creatures, instead of horses 
and cows, you know. Shouldn’t you like to know 
about them, Luke ? ” 

“ Nay, Miss, I’n got to keep count o’ the flour an’ 
com — I can’t do wi’ knowiu’ so many things besides 
my work. That's what brings folk to the gallowtf — 
knowin* everything but what they'n got to get their 
bread by. An’ they're mostly lies, I think, what’s 
printed i’ the books : thorn printed sheets are, any- 
how, as the men cry i’ the sticets.” 

“ Why, you’ro liko my brother Tom, Luke,” said 
Maggie, wishing to turn the conversation agreeably; 

Tom’s not fond of reading. I love Tom so dearly, 
[juko — better than anybody else in tho world. When 
he glows up, 1 shall keep his house, and wo shall 
always live togetlier. 1 can tell him everything he 
doesn’t know. But I think Tom’s clever, for all he 
doesn’t like books : he makes beautiful whipcord and 
• rabbit-pens.” 

“ All,” said Luke, but he’ll be fine au’ vexed, as 
the rabbits aie all de^d.” 

Dead 1 ” screamed Maggie, jumping up from her 
sliding seat on the com. “ 0 dear, Luke I What I 
the lop-eared one, and tho spotted doe that Tom 
spent all his money to buy ? " 

As dead as moles,” said Luko, fetching his com- 
parison from the unmistakable corpses nailed to the 
stable-wall. 

“ 0 dear, Luke,” said Maggie, in a piteous tone, 
while the big tears rolled down her cheek ; Tom 
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told me to take care of ’em, and I forgot Wliat 
shaUIio?'' 

Well, you see, Miss, they were in that far tool- 
house, an’ it was nobody’s business to see to ’em. I 
reckon Master Tom told Harry to feed ’em, but there’s 
no countin’ on Harry — he's a offal creatur as iver 
come about the primises, ho is. He remembei'S 
nothing but his own inside — an’ I wish it ’ud gripe 
him.” 

‘‘ 0, Luke, Tom told mo to be sure and remember 
the rabbits every day ; but how could I, when they 
did not come into my head, you know ? 0, he will 
be BO angry with me, I know lie will, and so sorry 
about his rabbits — and so am I soiry. 0, what shall 
Ido?” 

” Don’t you fret, Miss,” said Luke, soothingly, 

they’re nash things, them lop-cared rabbits — they’d 
happen ha’ died, if they’d been fed. Things out o’ 
iiatur niver thrive : Gk)d A’mighty doesn’t like ’em. 
He made the rabbits’ ears to lie back, an’ it’s nothin’ 
but contrairinesB to make ’em hing down like a 
mastiff dog’s. Master Tom ’ull know better nor buy 
such things another time. Don’t you fret, Miss. 
Will you come along homo wi’ me, and see my wife? 
I’m a-goin’ this minute.” 

The invitation offered an agreeable distraction to 
Maggie’s grief, and her tears gradually subsided as 
she trotted along by Luke’s side to his pleasant cot- 
tage, which stood with its apple and pear trees, and 
with the added dignity of a lean-to pig-sly, at the 
other end of the Mill fields. Mrs Moggs, Luke’s 
wife, was a decidedly agreeable acquaintance. She 
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exhibited her hospitality in bread and treacle, and 
poBsessod various works of art. Mag^e actually 
forgot that she had any special cause of sadness this 
morning, as she stood on a choir to look at a re- 
markable series of pictures representing the Prodigal 
Son in the costume of Sir Charles Grandison, except 
that, as might have been expected from his defective 
moral character, he had not, like that accomplished 
hero, the taste and strength of mind to dispense with 
a wig. But the indefinable weight the dead rabbits 
had left on her mind caused her to feel more than 
usual pity for the career of tlds weak young man, par- 
ticulaily when she looked at the picture where he 
leaned against a tree with a flaccid appearance, his 
knee-breeches unbuttoned and his wig awry, while 
the swine, apparently of some foreign breed, seemed 
to insult him by their good spiiits over their feast of 
husks. 

“ I’m very glad his father took him back again — 
aren’t you, Luke?” she said. “For he was very 
^orry, you know, and wouldn't do wrong again." 

Eh, Miss," said Luke, he’d bo no great shakes, 
I doubt, let’s feyther do what he would for him " 
That was a painful thought to Maggie, and she 
wished much that the subsecpient history of the 
young man had not been left a blank. 



QHAPTEE V. 

TOM COMLS HOME. 

Tom was to arrivo early in tLe afternoon, and there 
was another fluttering heart besides Maggie’s when 
it was late enough for the sound of the gig-wheols 
to be expected ; for if Mrs Tulliver had a strong 
feeling, it was fondness for her boy. At last the 
sound came — that quick light bowling of the gig- 
wlieels — and in spite of tho wind, which w^as blow- 
ing the clouds about, and was not likely to respoot 
Mrs Tullivor’s curls and cap-strings, she came out- 
side the door, and even held her hand on Maggie's^ 
offending head, forgetting all the griefs of the 
morning. 

“ Tliere he is, my sweet lad I But, Lord ha’ mercy I 
he’s got never a collar on ; it’s been lost on tlio road, 
111 be bound, and spoilt the sot.” 

Mrs Tulliver stood with her arms open ; Maggie 
jumped first on one leg and then on the other ; while 
Tom descended from the gig, and said, with mas- 
culine reticence as to the tender emotions, Hallo 1 
Yap— what 1 are you there ? ” 

Nevertheless he submitted to be kissed wiUingly 
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enough, though Maggie hung on his neck in rather 
a strangling fashion, while his blue-grey eyes wan- 
dered towards the crofL and the lambs and the river, 
where he promised himself that he would begin to 
fish the first thing to-morrow rooming. He was 
ono of those lads that grow everywhere in England, 
and, at twelve or thirteen years of age, look as much 
alike as goslings: — a lad with dight-brown hair, 
cheeks of cream and roses, full lips, indeterminate 
nose and eyebrows — a physiognomy in which it 
seems impossible to discern anything but the generic 
character of boyhood ; as difieront as possible from 
poor Maggie’s phiz, whic^h Natme seemed to have 
moulded and coloured with the niost decided inten- 
tion. But that same Nature has the deep cunning 
which hides itself under the appearance of opoimess, 
so that simple people tliink they can see through her 
quite well, and all tlie w'liilo she is secretly prepar- 
ing a refutation of their confident prophecies. Under 
these average boyish physiognomies that she seems 
'to turn off by the gross, she conceals some of her 
most rigid, inflexible purposes, some of her most un- 
modifiable characteis ; and the dark-eyed, demon- 
strative, rebellious girl may after all turn out to 
be a passive being compared with this pink-and- 
white bit of masculinity with the indeterminate 
features. 

“Maggie,” said Tom, confidentially, taking her 
into a comer, as soon as his mother was gone out to 
examine his box, and the warm parlour had taken 
off the chill he had felt from the long diive, “you 
don't know what I’ve got in my pockets,” nodding 
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his head up and down as a means of rousing her 
sense of mystery. 

No,” said Maggie. How stodgy they look, 
Tom ! Is it marls (marbles) or cobnuts?” Maggie’s 
heart sank a little, because Tom always said it was 

no good ” playing with her at those games — she 
played so badly. 

“ Marls 1 no ; I’ve swopped all my marls with the 
little follows, and cobnuts are no fun, you silly, only 
when the nuts are green. But see here ! ” He 
drew something half out of Ills right-hand pocket. 

• What is it ? ” said Maggie, in a whisper. “ I 
can see nothing but a bit of yellow.” 

“ Why it’s , . . a . . . new . . . guess, Maggie I ” 

0, 1 carit guess, Tom,” said Maggie, impatiently. 

Don’t bo a spitfire, else I won’t tell you,” said 
Tom, thrusting his hand back into his pocket, and 
looking determined. 

“ No, Tom,” said Maggie, imploringly, laying hold 
of tlie ami that was held stiffly in the pocket. ‘‘I’m 
not cross, Tom ; it was only because I can’t bear 
guessing. Fleaee be good to me.” 

•Tom’s arm slowly relaxed, and he said, “ Well, 
then it’s a new fish-line — two new uns — one for you, 
Maggie, all to yourself. I wouldn’t go halves in 
the toffee and gingerbread on puipose to save the 
money ; and Oibson and Spouncer fought with me 
because 1 wouldn’t. And here’s hooks ; scse here I 
.... I say, wont wo go and fish to-mon-ow down 
by Bound Fool ? And you shall catch your own fish, 
Maggie, and put the worms on, and everything — 
won’t it bo fun ? ” 
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Maggie’s answer was to tbrow her annr round 
Tom’s necft and hug him, and hold her cheek against 
his without speaking, while he slowly unwound some 
of the line, saying, after a pause, 

“ Wasn’t I a good brother, now, to buy you a line 
all to yourself? You know, I needn't have bought 
it, if I hadn’t liked.” 

“ Yes, very, very good • . . . I de love you, Tom.” 

Tom had put the line back in his pocket, and was 
looking at the liooks one by one, befoie he spoke 
again. 

And the fellows fought mo, because I wouldn’t 
give in .about ihe toffee.” 

“ 0 dear I I wish they wouldn’t fight at your 
school, Tom. Didn’t it hurt you ? ” 

“ Hurt me ? no,” said Tom, putting up tlie hooks 
again, taking out a largo pocket-knife, and slowly 
opening the largest blade, which he looked at medi- 
tatively as he rubbed his finger along it. Then ho 
added — 

“ I gave Spouncer a black eye, I know — that’s 
what he got by wanting to leather me; I wasn’t 
going to go halves because anybody Icatliered mo.” 

“ 0 how brave you are, Tom I I think you’re like 
Samson. If there came a lion roaring^t me, I think 
you’d fight him — ^wouldn't you, Tom ? ” 

“ How can a lion come roaring at you, you silly 
thing? There’s no lions, only in the shows.” 

“ No ; but if wo w’ore in the lion oeuntries — I 
mean, in Africa, where it’s very hot — the lions eat 
people there. I can show it you in the book where 
I read it.” 
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Well, I should get a gun and shoot him.” 

‘‘But if you hadn’t got a gun — ^we might have 
gone out, you know, not thinkiug — just as we go 
fishing; and then a great lion might run towards 
us roaring, and we couldn’t get away from him. 
What should you do, Tom ? ” 

Tom paused, and at last turned away contemptu- 
ously, saying, “ But tho lion isrit coming. What’s 
the use of talking? ” 

“ But I like to fancy how it would be,” said 
Maggie, following him. “ Just think what you would 
do, Tom.” 

“0 don’t bother, Maggie I you’re such a silly — 
I shall go and see my rabbits.” 

Maggie’s heart began to flutter with fear. She 
dared not tell the sad truth at once, but she walked 
after Tom in trembling silence as he went out, 
thinking how she could tell him the news so as to 
soften at once his sorrow and his anger ; for Maggie 
dreaded Tom’s anger of all things — ^it was quite a 
different anger fiom her own. 

“ Tom,” she said, timidly, when they were out of 
doors, **how much money did you give for your 
rabbits?” 

“Two half-crowns and a sixpence,” said Tom, 
promptly. 

“ I think I’ve got a great deal more than that in 
my steel purse up-stairs. I’ll ask mother to give it 
you.” • 

“ What for ? ” said Tom. “ I don't want your 
money, you silly thing. I’ve got a gieat deal more 
money than you, because I’m a boy. I always have 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


47 


lialf-BovereignB and Boyereigns for my ChriBtmaB 
boxeB, beoanse I bIiqII be a man, and you only have 
five-shilling pieces, because you’re only a girl.” 

“ Well, but, Tom — if mother would lot me give 
you two Lalf-crowns and a sixpence out of my purse 
to put into your pocket and spend, you know ; and 
buy some more rabbits with it?” 

More rabbits ? I don’t want auy more.” 

“ 0, but Tom, tliey’re all dead.” 

Tom stopped immediately in his walk and turned 
round towards Maggie. You forgot to feed ’em, 
then, and Harry forgot ? ” he said, his colour height- 
ening for a moment, but soon subsiding. I’ll pitch 
into Harry — I'll have him turned away. And I 
don’t love you, Maggie. You shan’t go fishing with 
me to-morrow. I told you to go and see the rabbits 
eveiy day.” Ho walked on again. 

Yes, but I forgot — and 1 couldn’t help it, indeed, 
Tom. I’m so very sorry,” said Maggie, wliile the 
tears rushed fast. 

You’re a naughty girl,” said Tom, severely, 
“ and I’m sorry 1 bought you the fish-line. I don’t 
love you.” 

“ 0, Tom, it’s very cruel,” sobbed Maggie. “ I'd 
forgive you, if you forgot anything — I wouldn't 
mind what you did — I'd forgive you and love you.” 

“ Yes, you’re a silly— but I never do forget things 
— 1 don’t." 

0, please forgive me, Tom; my heart will break," 
said Maggie, shaking with sobs, clinging to Tom’s 
arm, and laying her wet cheek on his shoulder. 

Tom shook her ofi^ and stopped again, saying in 
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a peremptory tone, ‘‘ Now, Maggie, you just listen. 
Aren’t I a good brother to you ? ” 

“ Ye-ye-es,” sobbed Maggie, her ohin rising and 
falling convulsedly, 

“Didn’t I think about your fish-line all this 
quarter, and mean to buy it, amd saved my money 
o’ purpose, and wouldn’t go halves in the toffee, and 
Spounoer fought jno because I wouldn’t ?" 

“ Te-ye-os . . . and I . . . lo-lo-lovo you so, Tom.” 

“ But you’re a naughty girl. Last holidays you 
licked tlie paint off my lozenge box, and the holidays 
before Uiat you let the boat drag my fish-line down 
when I'd set you to watch it, and you pushed your 
head through my kite, all for nothing.” 

“But I didn’t mean,” said Maggie; “I couldn’t 
help it." 

“Yes, you oould,” said Tom, “if you’d minded 
what you wore doing. And you’ro a naughty girl, 
and you shan’t go fishing with me to-morrow.” 

With this tenible conclusion, Tom ran away from 
Maggio towards tLe mill, meaning to greet Luke 
there, and -complain to him of Harry. 

Maggie stood motionless, except from her sobs, 
for a minute or two ; then she turned round and ran 
into the house, and up to her attic, where she sat on 
the fioor, and laid her head against the worm-eaten 
shelf, with a orushing sense of misoiy. Tom was 
oome home, and she had thought how happy she 
should be — and now he was cruel to her. What use 
was anything, if Tom didn’t love her ? 0, he was 
very cruel 1 Hadn’t she wanted to give him the 
money, and said how very sorry she was? She 
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knew she was naughty to her moHier, but she had 
never been naughty to Tom — ^liad never meant to be 
naughty to him. 

0, he is cruel I " Maggie sobbed aloud, finding a 
wretched pleasure in the hollow resonance that came 
through the long empty space of the attic. She 
never thought of beating or grinding her Fetish ; she 
was too miserable to bo angry. . 

These bitter sorrows of childliood I when sorrow 
is all now and strange, when hope has not yet 
got wings to fly beyond the days and weeks, and 
the space from summer to summer seems measure- 
less. 

Maggie soon tliought she liad boon hours in the 
attic, and it must be tea-time, and they were all 
having their tea, and not tliinking of her. Well, 
then, she would stay up there and starve herself — 
hide herself behind the tub, and stay there all night ; 
aud then they would all bo fiightenod, and Tom 
would be sorry. Thus Maggie thought in the pride 
of her heart, as she crept behind the tub ; but pre- 
sently she began to cry again at the idea that they 
didn’t mind her being there. If she wont down 
again to Tom now — would ho forgive her? — ^perhaps 
her father would be there, and he would take her 
part. But, then, she wanted Tom to forgive her be- 
cause he loved her, not because his father told him. 
No, she would never go down if Tom didn’t come to 
fetch her. This resolution lasted in great intensity 
for five dark minutes behind the tub ; but then the 
need of being loved, the strongest need in poor 
Maggie’s nature, began to wrestle with her pride, 

VOL. I. u 



50 


TBE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


and Boon threw it. She crept from behind her tub 
into the twilight of the long attic, but just then she 
heard a quick footstep on the stairs. 

Tom had been too much interested in his talk with 
Luke, in going tlie round of the premises, walking in 
and out wliere he pleased, and whittling sticks with- 
out any particular reason, except that he didn’t whittle 
sticks at school, j:o think of Maggie and the effect his 
anger had produced on her. Ho meant to punish 
her, and that business having been performed, he 
occupied himself with other matters, like a practical 
person. But when he had been called in to tea, his 
father said, “ Why, where’s tlio little wench ? ” and 
Mrs Tullivcr, almost at the same moment, said, 
“ Where’s your little sister?” — both of them having 
supposed that Maggie and Tom had been together 
all the afternoon. 

“ I don’t know,” said Tom, He didn't want to 
“tell” of Maggie, though ho was angry with her j 
for Tom Tulliver was a lad of honour. 

“What! hasn’t she been playing with you all 
this while ? ” said the father. “ She'd been thinking 
o' nothing but your coming homo.” 

“ I haven't seen her this two hours,” says Tom, 
commencing on the plumcako. 

“ Goodness heart I she's got drownded,” exclaimed 
Mrs Tulliver, rising from her seat and running to 
the window. “ How could you let her do so? ” she 
added, as became a fearful woman, accusing she 
didn’t know whom of she didn’t know what. 

“ Nay, nay, she's none drownded,” said Mr Tulli- 
ver. “ You’ve been naughty to her, I doubt, Tom?” 
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“ I’m sure I haven’t, father,” said Tom, indignantlT; 
“ I think she's in the honse.” 

r 

“Perhaps up in that attic,” saiil Mrs Tnlliver, 
“ a-singing and talking to heysolf, and forgetting all 
about meal-times." 

“ You go and fetch her down, Tom,” said Mr Tul- 
liver, rather sliaiply, his perspicacity or liis fatherly 
fondness for Maggie uiaking him siis^iect that tlie lad 
had been hard upon “the little im,” else she would 
never liavo loft his side. “ And be good to her, do 
yon hoar ? Else Pll let you know bettor.” 

Tom never disoboyed his fatlier, for Mr Tulliver 
was a pereiiiiitoiy man, and, as ho said, would never 
let an} body get hold of liis whip-hand ; but lie wont 
out rather sullenly, caiiyuiig his piece of plumcake, 
and not intending to repiievo Maggie's puiiishineut, 

. which was no moio tlian she deserved. Tom was 
only thirteen, and had no decided views in grammar 
and arithmetic, regarding them for the most part as 
ojien questions, but ho was particularly clear and 
positive ou one point — namely, that ho would punish 
everybody who deserved it : why, ho wouldn't have 
minded being punished himsclt, if ho deserved it; 
but, then, he never did deserve it. 

It was Tom's step, then, tliat l^Iaggy heard on the 
stairs, when her need of love had triumphed over her 
pride, and she was going down with her swollen eyes 
and dishevelled hair to beg for j)ity. At least her 
fatlier would stroke her head and say, “ Never mind, 
my wench.” It is a wonderful subduer, this need of 
love — this hunger of the heart— as pcrcmptoiy as 
that other hunger by which Nature forces us to 
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submit to tho yoke, and change the face of the 
world. 

But she know Tom’s step, and her heart began to 
beat violently with tli^ sudden shock of hope. He 
only stood still at the top of the stairs and said, 
“ Maggie, you’re to como down.” But she rushed 
to him and clung round his neck, sobbing, “ 0 Tom, 
please forgive me — I can’t bear it — I will always be 
good — always remember tilings — do love me — 
please, dear Tom?” 

We learn to restrain ourselves as wo get older. 
We keep apart when wo have quarrelled, express 
ourselves in well-bred plirases, and in this way pre- 
serve a dignihcd alienation, showing much firmness 
on one side, and swallowing much grief on the other. 
We no longer approximate in our behaviour to tho 
mere impulsiveness of tho lower animals, but con- 
duct ourselves in every respect like members of a 
highly civilised society. Maggie and Tom wore 
still veiy much like young animals, and so she could 
rub her cheek against his, and kiss his ear in a ran- 
dom, sobbing way ; and there wore tender fibres in 
Ihe lad that had been used to answer to Maggie’s 
fondling ; so that he behaved with a weakness quite 
inconsistent with his resolution to punish her as 
much as she deserved : ho actually began to kiss 
her in return, and say — 

“ Don’t cry, then, Magsie — ^here, eat a bit o* cake.” 

Maggie’s sobs began to subside, and she put out 
her mouth for the cake and bit a piece ; and then 
Tom bit a piece, just for company, and they ate to- 
gether and rubbed each other’s cheeks and brows 
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and hoses together, while they ate, with a liumiliating 
resemblance to two friendly ponies. 

<< Come along, Magsie, and have tea,” said Tom 
at last, when there was no more cake except what 
was down-stairs. 

So ended the sorrows of this day, and the next 
morning Maggie was trotting witli her own fishing- 
rod in one hand and a handle of the basket in the 
other, stepping always, by a peculiar gift, in the 
muddiest places, and looking darkly ladiant from 
under lier beaver-bonnet because Tom was good to 
her. She had told Tom, however, that she should 
like him to put the woims on the hook for her, al- 
though she accepted his word when ho assured her 
that worms couldn’t feel (it was Tom’s piivate opinion 
that it didn’t much matter if they did). Ho knew 
all about worms, and fish, and those things ; and 
what birds were mischievous, and how padlocks 
opened, and which way the handles of the gates were 
to be lifted. Maggie thought this sort of knowledge 
was very wonderful — much more difficult than re- 
membering what was in the books ; and she was 
rather in awe of Tom’s superiority, for he was the 
only person w'ho called her knowledge “ stuff,” and 
did not feel surprised at her olovemcss. Tom, indeed, 
was of opinion that Maggie was a silly little thing ; 
all girls were silly — ^they couldn’t throw a stone so 
as to hit anything, couldn’t do anything with a 
pobkeb-knife, and were 'frightened at froga Still he 
was very fond of his sister, and meant always to take 
care of her, make her his housekeeper, and punish 
her when she did wrong. 
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Tliey were on their way to the Round Pool — that 
wonderful pool, which the floods had made a long 
while ago : no one knew how deep it was ; and it 
was mysterious, too, that it should be almost a per- 
fect round, framed in with willows and tall reeds, so 
that the water was only to be seen when yon got 
close to the brink. The sight of the old favourite 
spot always hci^itciicd Tom’s good-humour, and he 
spoke to Maggie in the most amicable whispers, as 
he opened the precious basket and prepared their 
tackle. He throw her lino for her, and put the rod 
into her hand. Maggie thought it probable that the 
small fish would come to her hook, and the large ones 
to Tom’s. But she had foi gotten all about the fish, 
and was looking dreamily at the glassy w’ator, wheft 
Tom said, in a loud whisper, “Look, look, Maggie I” 
and came running to prevent her fiom snatching her 
lino away. 

Maggie was frightened lost she had -been doing 
something wrong, as usual, but presently Tom drew 
out her line and biought a large tench bouncing on 
the grass. 

Tom was excited. 

“ 0 Magsie ! you little duck I Empty the basket.” 

Maggie was not conscious of unusual merit, but it 
was enough that Tom called her Magsie, and was 
pleased with her. There was nothing to mar her 
delight in the whispers and the dreamy silences, when 
she listened to tlie light dipping sounds of the rising 
fish, and the gentle rustling, as if the willows and 
the reeds and the water had their happy whisperings 
also. Maggie thought it would make a very nice 
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heaven to sit by the pool in that way, and never bo 
scolded. She never knew she had a bite till Tom 
told her, but she liked fishing very much. 

It was one of their happy mornings. They trotted 
along and sat down together, with no thought that 
life would over change much for them : tliey would 
only get bigger and not go to school, and it would 
always be like the holidays ; they firould always live 
together and bo fond of each other. And the mill 
witJi its booming — the great chestnut-tree under 
which they played at houses — their own little river, 
tlie Aipplo, where the banks seemed like home, and 
Tom was always seeing the water-iats, wliile Maggie 
gathered the purple plumy tops of the reeds, which 
she foigot and dropped afterwards — above all, the 
great Floss, along which they wandered with a sense 
of travel, to see the rushing spring-tide, the awful 
Eagre, come up like a hungry mofister, or to see the 
Great Ash which had once wailed and giQancd like 
a man — these things would always be just tlie same 
to them. Tom thought people were at a disadvan- 
tage who lived on any other spot of the globe ; and 
Maggie, when she read about Cliristiana passing the 
liver over which there is no bridge," always saw the 
Floss between the green pastures by the Great Ash. 

Life did change for Tom and Maggie ; and yet 
they were not wrong in believing tliat the thoughts 
and loves of these first years would always make 
port of their lives. We could never have loved the 
earth so well if we had had no childhood in it,— if 
it were not the earth where the same flowers come 
up again every spring that we used to gather with 
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oar tiuy fingers as we sat lisping to ourselves on the 
grass — ^the same hips and haws on the autumn 
hedgerows — the same redbreasts that wq used to 
oall God’s birds,” because they did no harm to the 
precious crops. What novelty is worth that sweet 
monotony where everything is known, and loved 
because it is known ? 

The wood I walk in on this mild May day, with 
tho young yellow-brown foliage of the oaks between 
me and tho blue sky, tho white star-flowers and the 
blue-eyed speedwell and the ground ivy at my feet 
— what grove of tropio palms, what strange ferns or 
s[)lendid broad-petallod blossoms, could ever thrill 
such deep and delicate fibres within me as this 
home-scene? These familiar flqwers, those woll- 
romembered bird-notes, this sky with its fitful bright- 
ness, Uieso furrowed and grassy fields, each w'ith a 
sort of personality given to it by tho capricious 
hedgerows — such things as these are tho mother 
tongue of our imagination, the language that ib 
laden witli all tho subtle inextricable associations 
the fleoting hours of our childhood left behind them. 
Our delight in the sunshino on tho doep-bladed 
grass to-day, might be no more than tlio faint per- 
ception of wearied souls, if it were not for the sun- 
shine and tho grass in Hie far-off years which still 
live in us, and tronsfonn our perception into love. 



CHAPTER VI. 


THE AUVTS AND UNCLES ARE COAllNO. 

It was Easter week, and Mrs Tiilliver’s cheese-cakes 
were more exquisitely light than usual : “ a puff o’ 
wind ’ud make ’em blow about like feathers/’ Eezia 
the housemaid said,— feeUng proud to live under a 
mistress who could make such pastry ; so tliat no 
' season or circumstances could have been more pro- 
pitious for a family party, CTon if it had not been 
advisable to consult sister Glogg and sister Pullet 
about Tom’s going to school. 

^‘I’d as lief not invite sister Deane this time/’ 
said Mrs Tulliver, “for she’s as jealous and having 
as can be, and’s allays trying to molco the worst o’ 
my poor children to their aunts and uncles.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Mr Tulliver, “ ask her to come. 
I never hardly get a bit o’ talk with Deane now : 
we haven’t had him this six months. Wliat’s it 
matter what she says? — ^niy childi'en need be be- 
holding to nobody.” 

“That's what you allays say, Mr Tulliver; but 
I’m sure there’s nobody o’ your side, neither aunt 
nor uncle, to leave ’em so much as a five-pound note 
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for a Icggioy. And thero’s sister Glegg, and sister 
Pullet loo, saving money unknown — for they put by 
all their own interest and butter-money too ; their 
husbands buy *em everything.'* Mrs Tulliver was a 
mild ivoman, but even a slieep will face about a 
little when she has lambs. 

“ Tchuh I *' said Mr Tulliver. “ It takes a big loaf 
when there’s m&ny to breakfast. What signifies 
your sisteis* bits o’ money when tlioy’vo got half- 
a-dozen nevvies and nieces to divide it among ? And 
your sister Deane won’t get ’em to leave all to one, 
I reckon, and make the country cry shame on ’em 
when they arc dead ?” 

“ I don’t know wliat she won’t get ’em to do,” said 
Mrs Tulliver, “for my children aie so awk’ard wi’ 
their aunts and uncles. Maggie’s ton times naughtier 
when they come than she is other days, and Tom 
doesn’t like cm, bless him — though it’s more nat’ral 
in a boy.tlian a gell. And there’s Lucy Deane ’s 
such a good child — ^you may sot her on a' stool, and 
there she’ll sit for an hour together, and never ofler 
'to get off. 1 can’t help loving the child as if she was 
my own ; and I’m sure she’s moie like my child than 
sister Deane’s, for she’d allays a very poor colour for 
one of our family, sister Deane had.” 

“ Well, well, if you’re fond o’ the child, ask her 
father and mother to bring her with ’em. And won’t 
you ask their aunt and unde Moss too ? and some o’ 
their children?” 

“0 dear, Mr Tulliver, why, there’d be eight people 
besides the children, and T must put two more leaves 
i’ the table, besides reaching down more o’ the din-^ 
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ner-Bervice ; and you know as well as I do, as my 
sistcra and your sisters don't suit well together." 

“ Well, well, do as you like, Bessy,” said Mr Tul- 
livcr, taking up his hat and walking out to the mill. 
Few wives were more submissive than Mrs Tiilliver 
on all points unconnected with her family relations ; 
but she had been a Miss Dodson, and the Dodsons, 
were a very respectable family iRdeed — as much 
looked up to as any in their own parish, or tho next 
to it . The Miss Dodsons had always been tliought 
to hold up their heads very higli, and no one was 
surpnsed tho two oldest liad married so well — not 
at an early age, for that was not the practice of tlie 
Dodson family. There were paiticular ways of doing 
everything in that family: particular ways of bleach- 
ing the linen, of making the cowslip wine, curing the 
hams, and keeping the bottled gi^oscborrios ; so that 
no daughter of that house could be indifTereiit to tho 
privilege of having been bom a Dodson, lather than 
a Qibson *br a Watson. Funerals were always con- 
ducted with peculiar piopriety in the Dodson family: 
the hat-bands were never of a blue shade, the gloves 
never split at the thumb, everybody was a mourner 
who Ought to be, 'land there were always scarfs for 
the bearers. When one of tho family was in trouble 
or sickness, all the rest went to visit the unfortunate 
member, usually at the same time, and did not shrink 
from uttering the most disagreeable truths that oor- 
reot family feeling dictated : if the illness or trouble 
was the sufferer’s own fault, it was not in the practice 
of the Dodson family to shrink from saying so. In 
short, there was in this family a peculiar tradition as 
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to wliat was the right thing in household manage- 
ment and social demeanour, and the only bitter cir- 
cumstance attending this superioiity was a painful 
inability to approve the condiments or the conduct 
of families ungovemod by the Dodson tradition. A 
female Dodson, when in strange houses,” always 
ate dry bread with her tea, and declined any sort of 
preserves, having no confidence in the butter, and 
thinking that the preserves had probably begun to 
ferment from want of duo sugar and boiling. There 
were some Dodsons less like the family than others 
— that was admitted; but in so far as they were 
“ kin,” they were of necessity better than those who 
were no kin.” And it is remaikable that while no 
individual Dodson was satisfied with any other indi- 
vidual Dodson, each was satisfied, not only with him 
or her self, but with the Dodsons collectively. The 
feeblest member of a family — the one who has the 
least character — ^is often the merest epitome of tho 
family habits and traditions; and Mis Tifllivcr was 
a tlioiough Dodson, though a mild one, as small-beer, 
so long as it is anything, is only desoiibable as very 
weak ale : and though she had groaned a little in her 
youth under the yoke of her cider sisters, and still 
shed occasional tears at their sisterly reproaches, it 
was not in Mrs Tulliver to be an innovator on the 
family ideas. She was thankful to have been a Dod- 
son, and to have one cliild who took after her own 
family, at least in his features and complexion, in 
liking salt and in eating beans, which a Tulliver 
never did. 

In other respects the true Dodson was partly 
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latent in Torn, and he was as far from appreoiating 
his kin ” on the mother’s sido as Maggie herself; 
generally absconding for the day with a large supply 
of the most portable food, when ho received timely 
warning that his aunts and uncles were coming ; a 
moral symptom fronr which his aunt Ologg deduced 
the gloomiest views of his future. It was rather 
hard on Maggie that Tom always absconded without 
letting her into the secret, but the weaker sox are 
acknowledged to be serious impedimerda in cases of 
flight. 

On Wednesday, the day before the aunts and 
uncles were coming, there were such various and 
suggestive scents, as of plumcakos in the oven and 
jellies in the hot state, mingled with the aroma of 
gravy, that it was impossible to feel altogether 
gloomy : there was hope in the air. Tom and 
Maggie made several inioads into the kitchen, and, 
like otlior marauders, were induced to keep aloof 
for a time only by being allowed to carry away a 
Bufficio^t load of booty. 

Tom,” said Maggie, as they sat on the boughs 
of the elder-tree, eating their jam puffs, “ shall you. 
run away to-morrow ? ” 

No,” said Tom, slowly, when ho had finished his 
puff, and was eyeing the third, which was to be 
divided between them — “ No, I shan't.” 

Why, Tom ? Because Lucy’s coming ? ” 

“No,” said Tom, opening his pocket-knife and 
holding it over the puff, with his head on one side 
in a dubitative manner. (It was a difficult problem 
to divide that very iirogular polygon into two equal 
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parts.) “ What do I care about Lucy? Sbe*8 only 
a girl — she can’t play at bandy.” 

‘‘ Is it the tipsy-cake, then? ” said Maggie, exert- 
ing her hypothetic i)owerH, while she leaned forward 
towards Tom with her eyes fixed on the hovering 
knife. 

“ No, you silly, that’ll bo good the day after. It’s 
the piiddcn. I Jniow what the puddcii's to bo — 
apricot roll-up — 0 my buttons I ” 

With tills interjection, the knife descended on the 
puff and it was in two, but the result was not satis- 
factory to Toni, for he still 03'ed the halves doubt- 
fully. At last he said — 

“ Shut 3"our eyes, Maggie.” 

“What for?” 

“ You never mind what for. Shut ’em, when I 
tell 3"ou.” 

Maggie obeyed. 

“Now, wdiich’ll 3’ou have, Maggie — light hand 
or left?” 

“ I’ll have that with the jam run out,” said Mag- 
gie, keeping her eyes shut to please Tom. 

“ Why, you don’t lilm that, you siUy. You may 
have it if it comes to you fair, but 1 shan’t give 
it you without. Eight or left — you choose, now. 
lla-a-a J ” said Tom, in a tone of exasperation, an 
Maggie peeped. “ You keep your eyes shut, now, 
else you shan’t have any.” 

Maggie’s power of sacrifice did not extend so far ; 
indeed, I fear she cared loss tliat Tom should enjoy 
the utmost possible amount of puff, than that he 
should bo pleased with her for giving him the best 
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bit. So she shut her eyes quite close, till Tom told 
her to “ say which/’ and then she said, ‘^Left-hand." 

Tou’ve got it/’ said Tom, in rather a bitter tone. 

“ What ! the bit with the jam run out ? *' 

“ No ; here, take it,” said Tom, firmly, handing 
decidedly the best piece to Maggie. 

0, please, Tom, have it : 1 don't mind — I like 
the other : please take this.” 

“ No, I shan't,” said Tom, almost crossly, begin- 
ning on his own infeiior piece. 

Maggie, thinking it was no use to contend further, 
began too, and ate up her half puff with considerable 
relish as well as rapidity. But Tom had finished 
first, and had to look on wliilo Maggie ate her last 
morsel or two, feeling in himscK a capacity for more. 
Maggie didn’t know Tom was looldng at her ; she 
was seesawing on the edder bough, lost to almost 
everything but a vague sense of jam and idleness. 

0, you greedy tiling I ” said Tom, when she had 
swallowed the last morsel. Ho was conscious of 
having acted very faiily, and thought she ought to 
have considered this, and made up to him for it 
He would have refused a bit of hers beforehand, but 
one is naturally at a different point of view before 
and after one’s own share of puff is swallowed. 

Maggie turned quite pale. “ 0, Tom, why didn’t 
you ask me ? " 

“ 1 wasn’t going to ask you for a bit, you greedy^ 
Tou might have thought of it without, when you 
knew I gave you the best bit.” 

“ But I wanted you to have it — you know I did,” 
said Maggie, in an injured tone. 
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“Tea, but I wasn’t going to do wbat wasn’t fair, 
like Sponncer. He always takes the best bit, if yon 
don’t pnnch him for it ; and if you choose the best 
with youT eyes shut^ he changes his hands. But if 
I go halves, Fll go ’em fair — only I wouldn’t bo a 
greedy.” 

With this cutting innuendo, Tom jumped down 
from his bough, and throw a stone with a “ hoigh I ” 
as a friendly attention to Tap, who had also been 
looking on while the o'ltablcs vanished, with an agi- 
tation of his ears and feelings which could hardly 
have been without bitterness. Yet the excellent 
dog accepted Tom's attention with as much alacrity 
as if he had boon treated quite gonorously. 

But Maggie, gifted with that superior power of 
misery which distinguishes the human being, and 
places him at a proud distance from the most melan- 
choly chimpanzee, sat still on her bough, and gave 
herself up to the keen sense of unmerited reproach. 
She would have given tlio world not to have eaten 
all her puff, and to have saved some of it for Tom. 
Not but that the puff was very nice, for Maggie’s 
palate was not at all obtuse, but she would havo 
gone without it many times over, sooner than Tom 
should call her greedy and be cross with her. And 
ho had said he wouldn’t havo it — and she ate it 
without thinking — how could she help it? The 
tears flowed so plentifully that Maggie sdw nothing 
around her for the next ten minutes ; but by that 
time resentment began to give way to the desire of 
reconciliation, and she jumped from her bough to 
look for Tom. He was no longer in the paddock 
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behind the richyard — where was he likely to be 
. gone, and Yap with him ? Maggie ran to the high 
bank against the great holly-tree, where she could 
SCO far away towards the Floss. There was Tom ; 
but her heart sank again as she saw how far off he 
was on his way to the groat river, and that he had 
another companion besides Yap — naughty Bob Jakin, 
whose official, if not natural function, of frightening 
the birds, was just now at a standstill. Maggie felt 
sure that Bob was wicked, without very distinctly 
knowing why ; unless it was because Bob’s mother 
was a dreadfully largo fat woman, who lived at a 
queer round house down the river ; and once, wlien 
Maggie and Tom had wandered thither, there rushed 
out a brindled dog that wouldn’t stop barking; and 
when Bob’s mother came out after it, and screamed 
-above the barking to tell them not to be frightened, 
Maggie thought she was scolding them fiercely, and 
her heart boat with terror. Maggie thought it very 
likely that the round house had snakes on the floor, 
and bats in the bed-room ; for sho had soeii Bob take 
off his cap to show Tom a little snake that was insido 
it, and another time ho hod a handful of young bats: 
altogothor, he was an irregular character, perhaps 
even slightly diabolical, judging fioni his intimacy 
with snakes and bats ; and to crown all, when Toui 
had Bob for a companion, ho didn’t mind about Mag- 
gie, and would never let her go with him. 

It must bo owned tliat Tom was fond of Bob’s 
company. How could it be otherwiso ? Bob iboew, 
directly he saw a bird’s egg, whether it was a 
Bwallow^B, or a tomtit’s, or a yellowhammer’s ; he 

VOL. I. E 
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found out all the wasps* nests, and could set all sorte 
of traps ; he could climb the trees liko a squirrel, and 
had quite a magical power of detecting hedgehogs 
and stoats ; and he had courage to do things that 
were rather naughty, such as making gaps in tlie 
hedgerows, throwing stones after the sheep, and 
killing a cat that was wandering incognito. Such 
qualities in an inferior^ who could always be treated 
with authority in spite of his superior knowingness, 
had necessarily a fatal fascination for Tom ; and every 
holiday-time Maggie was sure to have days of grief 
because ho had gone off with Bob. 

Well I there was no hope for it : ho was gone now, 
and Maggie could think of no comfort but to sit 
down by the holly, or wander by the hedgerow, and 
fancy it was all different, refashioning her little world 
into just what she should like it to be. 

Maggie’s was a troublous life, and this was the 
form in whicli she took her opium. 

Meanwhile Tom, forgetting all about Maggie and 
the sting of reproach which iiu Jiad left in her hcai-t, 
was hurrying along with Bob, whom he had met 
acoidentally, to the scone of a great rat-catching in 
a neighbounng barn. Bob knew all about this par- 
ticular affair, and spoke of the sport with an enthu- 
siasm which no one wlio is not either divested of all 
manl^ feeling, or pitiably ignorant of lat-oatching, 
can fail to imagine. For a person suspected of pre- 
ternatural wickedness, Bob was really not so very 
villanous-looking ; there was even something agree- 
able in his snub-nosed face, with its close -curled 
border of red hair. But then his trousers were 
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always rolled up at the knee, for the conyenienoe of 
wading on the slightest notice ; and his virtue, sup- 
posing it to exist, was undeniably “ virtue in rags,” 
which, on the authority even of bilious philosophers, 
who think all well-dressed merit over-paid, is noto- 
riously likely to remain unrecognised (perhaps be- 
cause it is seen so seldom). 

1 know the chap as owns the fefrets,” said Bob, 
in a hoarse treble voice, as he shuffled along, keep- 
ing his blue eyes fixed on tho river, like an amplii- 
bious animal who foresaw occasion fi^r darting in. 
“ lie lives up the Kennel Yard at Sut Ogg’s — ^lio 
does. He's tho biggest rot- catcher anywhere — he 
is. I’d sooner bo a rot-catcher nor anything — I 
would. The moles is nothing to the rots. But 
Lors 1 you mun ha’ feiTcts. Dogs is no good Why^j^ 
tlioro s that dog, now ! ” Bob continiiod, pointing 
with an air of disgust towards Yap, “he’s no inoie 
good wi’ a rot nor nothiiu I see it myself — I did — 
at tho rot-catohin’ i’ your foyther’s bam.” 

Yap, feeling the withering infiucnco of this scorn, 
tucked his tail in and shrank close to Tom’s log, who 
felt a little hurt for him, but had not tho superhuman 
courage to seem behindhand with Bob in contempt 
for a dog who made so poor a figure. 

“ No, no,” ho said, “ Yap’s no good at sport. I’ll 
have regular*good dogs for rats and everything, when 
I’ve done school.” 

“ Hev ferrets, Moaster Tom,” said Bob, eagerly, — 
“ them white ferrets wi’ pink eyes ; Lore, you might 
catch your own rots, au’ you might put a rot in a 
cage wi’ a ferret, on’ see ’em fight — ^you might. 
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That’s what I'd do, I know, an’ it ’nd 1)0 better fun 
a’most nor seein’ two chaps fight — if it wasn’t them 
chaps as sell cakes an’ oranges at the Fair, as the 
things flow out o’ their baskets, an’ some o’ the cakes 
was smashed . . . But they tasted just as good,” 

added Bob, by way of note or addendum, after a 
moment’s pause. 

But, I say, Bob,” said Tom, in a tone of delibera- 
tion, “fenets are nasty biting things — they’ll bite a 
fellow without being set on.” 

“ Lors 1 why, that’s the beauty on ’em. If a chap 
lays hold o’ your feiret, ho won’t bo long before he 
hollows out a good un — he won’t.” 

At this moment a striking incident made the boys 
pause suddenly in tlioir walk. It was the plunging 
of some small body in the water from among the 
iioighbouring bulruslios — ^if it was not a water-rat, 
Bob intimated that he was ready to undergo the 
most unpleasant consequences. 

“ Hoigh I Yap — lioigli I there ho is,” said Tom, 
clapping his hands, as the little black snout made its 
an owy course to the opposite bank. ‘‘Seize him, 
lad, seize him ! ” 

Yap agitated his oars and wrinkled his brows, but 
declined to plunge, trying whether barking would 
not answer the purpose just as well. 

“ Ugh ! you coward i ” said Tom, and kicked him 
over, feeling humiliated as a sportsman to possess so 
poor-spiiited an animal. Bob abstained from re- 
mark and passed on, choosing, however, to walk in 
the shallow edge of the overflowing river by way of 
change. 
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“ He's none so full now, tlie Floss isn’t/’ said Bob, 
as he kicked the water up before him, with an agree- 
able sense of being insolent to it. “ Why, last ’car, 
the meadows wafi all one sheet o’ water, they was.” 

“ Ay, but," said Tom, whose mind was prone to 
see an opposition between statements that were 
really quite accordant, but there was a big flood 
once, when the Bound Fool was madb. J know tliere 
was, ’cause father says so. And tbo sheep and cows 
were all drowned, and the boats went ail over tho 
fiidds over such a way." 

‘‘ I don’t care about a flood coinin’," said Bob ; I 
don’t mind the water, no more nor tho land. I’d swim 
— / would.” 

** Ah, but if you got nothing to eat for over so 
long ? ’’ said Tom, his imagination becoming quite 
'active under the stimulus of that dread. ‘^Whon I’m 
a man, I shall make a boat with a wooden house on 
the top of it, like Noah’s aik, and keep plenty to eat 
in it — rabbits and things — all ready. And then if 
tho flood came, you know, Bob, 1 shouldn’t mind 
And I’d take you in, if I saw you swim- 
ming,” he added, in the tone of a benevolent patron. 

“1 aren’t frighted/’ said Bub, to whom hanger 
did not appear so appalling. “ But I'd get in an’ 
knock the rabbits on th’ head when you wanted to 
eat ’em.” 

“Ah, and I should have halfpence, and we’d play 
at heads-ond-tails,” said Tom, not contemplating the 
possibility that this recreation might have fewer* 
charms for his mature age. “ I'd divide fair to be- 
gin with, and then \ro’d see who’d win." 
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“I’n got a halfpenny o' my own,” said Bob, 
proudly, coming out of the water and tossing his 
halfpenny in the air. “ Ycads or tails ? ” 

Tails,” said Tom, instantly fired with the desire 
to win. 

It’s yeads,” said Bob, hastily, snatching up the 
halfpenny as it fell. 

It ■wasn’t,” said Tom, loudly and peremptoiily. 
“ You give mo the halfpenny — I’ve won it fair.” 

“ I shan’t,” said Boh, holding it tight in his pocket. 

“ Then I’ll make you — see if I don’t,” said Tom. 

“ You can’t mal«e me do nothing, you can’t,” said 
Bob. 

“ Yes, I can ” 

“No, you caii’l.” 

“ I’m master.” 

“ I don^ caie for you.’’ 

“ But I’ll make you care, you cheat,” said Tom, 
collaring Bob and shaking him. 

“You get out wi’ you,” sivid Bob, giving Tom a 
kick. 

Tom’s blood was tlioioughly up : he wont at Bob 
with a lunge and threw him down, but Bob seized 
hold and kept it like a cat, and pulled Tom down 
after him. They struggled fiercely on the ground 
for a moment or two, till Tom, pinning Bob down by 
the shoulders, thought ho had the mastery. 

“ You say you’ll give mo the halfpenny now/' he 
said, with difficulty, wdiile he exerted himself to 
keep i£e command of Bob’s arms. 

But at tliis moment, Yap, who had been running 
on before, leturned barking to the scene of action, 
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and saw a favourable opportunity for biting Bob’s 
bare leg not only with impunity but with honour. 
The pain from Tap’s teeth, instead of surprising Bob 
into a relaxation of Lis holdj'^gave it a fiercer tena- 
city, and, with a new exertion of his force, he pushed 
Tom backward and got uppermost. But now Yap, 
who could get no sufficient purchase before, set his 
teeth in a new place, so that Bob, Lorassed in this 
way, let go liis hold of Tom, and, almost throttling 
Yap, fiuug liim into the river. By this time Tom 
was up again, and before Bob had quite recovered 
Lis balance after the act of swinging Yap, Tom fell 
upon him, threw him down, and got his knees firmly 
on Bob’s chest. 

“ You give me the halfpenny now,” said Tom. 

“ Tako it,” said Bob, sulkily. 

“ No, I shan’t tako it ; you givo it me.’’ 

Bob took the halfpenny out of his pocket, and 
threw it away from him on the ground, 

Tom loosed his hold, and left Bob to rise. 

“There tlie halfpenny lies,” ho said. “I don’t 
want your halfpenny ; I wouldn’t have kept it. But 
you wanted to cheat : 1 hate a cheat. 1 shan’t go 
along with you any more,” he added, turning round 
homeward, not without casting a regret towards the 
rat-catching and other pleasures which he must re- 
linquish along with Bob’s society. 

“ You may let it alone, then,” Bob called out after 
him. “ I shall cheat if I like ; there’s no fun i’ play- 
ing else; and I know where there’s a goldfinch's 
nest, but I’ll take care you don’t .... An* you’re 
a nasty fightin* turkey-cock, you are ” 
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Tom walked on without looking round, and Tap 
followed his example, the cold bath having moder- 
ated his passions. 

“ Go along wi’ yoii,%ien, wi* your drowmded dog; 
I wouldn't own such a dog — 1 wouldn’t,” said Bob, 
getting louder, in a last ofTort to sustain his defiance. 
But Tom was not to be provoked into taming 
round, and Bob's voice began to falter a little as 
he said, 

“An’ I’n gi’en 3 ’ou eveiy^tliing, an' showed you 
everything, an’ niver wanted nothin’ from you .... 
An’ there’s your horn-handed knife, tlien, as you 
gi’en me . Hero Bob flung the knife as far as 

he could after Toni’s rotreating footsteps. But it 
produced no effect, except the sense in Bob’s mind 
that there was a terrible void in his lot, now that 
knife was gone. 

lie stood still till Tom had jiassed through the gate 
and disappeared behind the hedge. The knife would 
do no good on tlie ground theie — ^it wouldn’t vex 
Tom, and pride or resentment was a feeble passion 
in Bob’s mind compaied with the love of a pocket- 
knife. His voiy fingers sent entreating thrills that 
he would go and clutch that familiar rough buck's- 
hom handle, which they had so often grasped for 
more aflection as it lay idle in his pocket. And 
tliere were two blades, and they had just been 
sharpened ! What is life without a pocket-knife to 
him who has once tasted a higher existence ? No : 
to throw the handle after the hatchet is a com- 
prehensible act of desperation, but to throw one’s 
pocket-knife after an implacable friend is clearly in 
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eveiy sense a hyperbole, or throwing beyond the 
mark. Bo Bob shuffled back to the spot where the 
beloved knife lay in the dill, and felt quite a new 
pleasure in clutching it a^n after the temporaiy 
separation, iu opening one blade after the other, and 
feeling their edge with his well-haidened thumb. 
Poor Bob! he was not sensitive on the point of 
honour — not a chivalrous character. That lino 
moral aroma would not have been thought much of 
by the public ojrinion of Kennel Yard, which was 
the very focus or lieart of Bob’s world, even if it 
could have made itself perceptible theie; yet, for 
all tliat, ho was not utterly a sneak and a thief, as 
our friend Tom had hastily decided. 

But Tom, you perceive, w^as rather a Bhadaman- 
thine personage, having more than the usual share 
of boy’s justice in him — the justice that desires to 
hurt culprits as much as they deserve to bo hurt, 
and is troubled with no doubts conceining the exact 
amount of their deserts. Maggie saw a cloud on his 
brow when ho came home, wliich chocked her joy at 
his coming so much sooner than she had expected, 
aTid she dared hardly speak to him as he stood 
silently throwing the small gravel-stones into the 
mill-dam. It is not pleasant to give up a rat-catch- 
ing when you have set your mind on it. But if Tom 
had told his strongest feeling at that moment, he 
would have said, I’d do just the same again.’* 
That was his usual mode of viewing his past actions ; 
whereas Maggie was always wishing she had done 
something different. 



QlIArTEE Vll. 

TNTER TIlJi: AUKTS AND UNl'LRS. 

The Dodsons were certainly a handsome family, and 
Mrs Glc-gg was not the h ast handsome of the sisters. 
As she sat in ]\Irs Tullivor’s arm-chair, no imj^artial 
observer could have denied that for a woman of fifty 
she had a very comely face and figure, though ^Tom 
and Maggio considered thoir aunt Glegg as the typo 
of ugliness. It is true she despised the advantages 
of costume, for tliough, as she often observed, no 
Avouian had better clutlios, it was not her way to wear 
her new things out before her old ones. Other wo- 
men, if they liked, might have their best thread-lace 
in every wash, but when Mrs Glegg died, it would 
be found that she had better lace laid by in the right- 
hand drawer of her wwdrobe, in the Spotted Oham- 
ber, than over Mrs Wooll of St Ogg’s had bought in 
her life, although Mrs Wooll woro her lace before it 
was paid for. So of her curled fronts : Mrs Glegg 
had doubtless the glossiest and crispest brown ouiis 
in her drawers, as well as curls in various degrees of 
fuzzy laxness ; but to look out on the week-day world 
from under a crisp and glossy fronl^ would be to in- 
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troduco a most dreamlike and anplcasant confusion 
between the sacred and tlie secular. Occasionally, in- 
deed^ Mrs Glegg wore ono of her third-best fronts on 
a week-day visit, but not alNi sister’s house ; espe- 
ohilly not at Mrs Tulliver’s, who, since her marriage, 
had hurt hor sisters’ feelings greatly by wealing her 
own hair, though, as Mrs Glegg observed to Mrs 
Deane, a niotlicr of a family, hke Bossy, with a hiis- 
l)and always going to law, might have been exjiected 
to know bettor. But Bessy was always weak ! 

So if Mrs Glegg’ s irout to-day was more fuzzy and 
lax tlinii usual, she had a design under it : sho in- 
tended the most pointed and cutting allusion to Mrs 
Tullivcr’s bunches of blond cuils, sopaiatcd from 
each other by a due wave of smootlincss on each side 
of the parting. Mrs Tulhvor had shed tcais several 
- times at sister Glegg’s uukindness on the subject of 
those unmatronly curls, but the consciousness of 
looking tho handsomer for tlicm, naturally adminis- 
tered support : Mrs Glegg choso to wear her bonnet 
in the house to-day — untied and tilted slightly, of 
course — a frequent practice of hers when she was on 
a visit, and ha})pcned to be in a seveio humour : she 
didn’t know what draughts there might be in strongo 
houses. For the same reason she wore a small sable 
tippet, which reached just to her shoulders, and was 
very far from meeting across her wcll-forrned chest, 
while her long neck was protected by a chtvaux-^~ 
frise of miscellaneous frilling. One would need to 
be learned in the fashions of Ihose tiujes to know how 
far in the rear of them Mrs Glegg's slate-coloured 
silk-gown must liave been ; but fiom certain constel- 
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lations of small yellow spots upon it, and a mouldy 
odour about it suggestive of a damp olothes-chest, 
it was probable tbat it belonged to a stratum of 
garments just old enough to have come recently into 
wear. 

Mrs Glegg held her large gold watch in her hand 
with the maiiy-doubled chain round her fingers, and 
observed to Mrtf- Tullivcr, -who had just returned 
from a visit to the kitchen, that wliatevcr it might 
be by other people's clocks and watches, it was gone 
half-past twelve by hers. 

“ 1 don't know what ails sister Fullut,'' she con- 
tinued. “ It used to be tlio way in our family for 
one to be as early as another, — I'm sure it was so 
in my poor father's time — and not for one sister to 
sit half aii hour before the others came. But if the 
ways o' the family arc altered, it slian't be my fault • 
— Til never bo the one to come into a house when 
all the rest are going away. I wonder at sister 
Deane — she used to be more like me. But if you’ll 
take my advice, Bessy, you'll put the dinner forrard 
a bit, sooner than put it back, because folks are late 
as Ouglit to ha’ known better.*’ 

“ 0 dear, there’s no fear but what they'll be all 
here in* time, sister," said Mis Tullivcr, in her mild- 
peevish tone. “ The dinner won’t bo ready till half- 
past one. But if it’s long for you to wail, let mo 
fetch you a cheese-cake and a glass o’ wine." 

Well, Bessy 1 " said Mrs Glegg, with a bitter 
smile, and a scarcely perceptible toss of her head, 

I should ha’ thought you’d known your own sister 
better. I never did eat between meals, and I’m 
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not going to begin. Not but what I hate tliat non- 
sense of having your dinner at half-past one, when 
you might have it at one. You was never brought 
up in that way, Bessy.” 

“ Why, Jano, what can I do ? Mr Tulliver doesn’t 
like his dinner boforo two o’ clock, but I put it half 
an hour earlier because' o’ you.” 

" Yes, yes, I know liow it is wi’ Kiisbonds — they’re 
for putting everything off — they’ll put the dinner 
off till after tea, if tliey'vo got wives as are weak 
onoiigli to give in to such work ; but it’s a pity for 
you, Bessy, as you haven’t got more strength o’ 
mind. It'll bo well if your children don't suffer 
for it And I hope you’ve not gone and got a 
great dinner for us — going to exponse, for your 
sisteis as ’ud sooner eat a crust o' dry bread nor 
help to ruin you with extravagance. I wonder you 
don’t take pattern by your sister Deane — she’s far 
more sensiblo. And heie you’ve got two children 
to provide for, and your husband’s spent your for- 
tiii i’ going to law, and’s like to spend his own 
too. A boiled joint, as you could make biotli of 
for tho Idtchen," Mrs Olegg added, in a tone of 
emphatic protest, **and a plain pudding, with a 
spoonful o’ sugar and no s]>ice, ’ud be fifr moio 
becoming.” 

With sister Glegg in this humour, there was a 
cheerful prospect for tho day. Mrs Tulliver never 
went the length of quarrelling with her, any more 
than a waterfowl that puts out its leg in a depre- 
cating manner can be said to quarrel with a boy who 
throws stones. But this point of the dinner was a 
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tender one^ and not at all new; so tliat Mrs Tulliver 
could make the same answer she had often made 
before. 

u ]j^j, Tulliver says he always wi7l havo a good 
dinner for his friends while ho can pay for it/’ she 
said, and he’s a riglit to do as ho likes in his own 
house, sister.” 

"Well, Bossy, can't leave your children enough 
out o’ my savings, to keep ’em from ruin. And you 
mustn’t look to having any o’ Mr Glegg's money, for 
it s well if I don’t go first — ^lic comes of a long-lived 
family ; and if ho was to die and leave mo well for 
my life, lio’d tie all the money up to go back to his 
own kin." 

TIic sound of wheels while Mrs Glegg was speak- 
ing was an interruption highly wolcomo to Mrs 
Tulliver, wdio hastened out to receive sister Pullet — 
it must bo sister Pullet, becauso the sound was that 
of a four-wheel. 

Mrs Glegg tossed her head and looked rather sour 
about the mouth at the tliought of the “ four-wheel.” 
She had a strong opinion on that subjecL 

Sister Pullet was in tears when tlie one-horse 
chaise stopped before Mrs Tiilliver’s door, and it was 
apparently requisite that she should shed a few more 
before getting out, for though lier husband and Mrs 
Tulliver stood ready to suppoit her, she sat still and 
shook lier head sadly, as she looked through her tears 
at the vague distance. 

Why, whativer is the matter, sister?” said Mrs 
Tulliver. She was not an imaginative woman, but 
it occurred to her that tlie large toilet-glass in sister 
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Fnllet’s host bedroom was possibly broken for tlie 
second time. 

There was no reply but a further shake of the 
head, as Mrs Pullet slowly rose and got down from 
the chaise, not without casting a glance at Mr Pullet 
to see that ho was guarding her handsome silk dress 
from injury. Mr Pullet was a small man with a high 
nose, small twinkling eyes, and tliifi lips, in a fresh- 
looking suit of black and a white cravat, that seemed 
to have been tied very tight on some higher principlo 
than that of mere personal case, lie boro about tlio 
same relation to his tall, good-looking wife, with 
her balloon sleeves, abun<laiit mantle, and large bc- 
feathored and be-iibboiied bonnet, as a small fishing- 
smack bears to a bng with all its sails spread. 

It is a pathetic sight and a sinking example of the 
.complexity introduced into the emotions by a high 
state of civilisation — the sight of a fashionably drest 
female in gi iof. From the sorrow of a Hottentot to 
that of a wromau in largo bucki-am sleeves, with several 
bracelets on each arm, an architectural bonnet, and 
delicate ribbon-strings — wLat a long series of grada<- 
tions I In tlie enlightened child of civilisation tlie 
abandonment characteristic of grief is checked and 
varied in the subtlest manner, so as to present an 
interesting problem to the analytic mind. If, with 
a crushed heart and eyes half-blinded by the mist 
of tears, sbo were to walk with a too devious step 
through a door-placc, she might crush her buckram 
sleeves too, and the deep consciousness of this pos- 
sibility produces a composition of forces by which 
she takes a line tliat just clears the doorpost. Per- 
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ceiving that the tears ore hurrying fast, she unpins 
her strings and throws them languidly backward — 
a touching gesture, indicative, even in the deepest 
gloom, of the hope in future dry moments when cap- 
strings will once more have a charm. As tlie tears 
subside a little, and with her head leaning backward 
at the angle that will not injure her bonnet, she en- 
dures that terribio moment when grief, which has 
made all things else a weariness, has itself become 
weary ; she looks down pensively at her bracelets, 
and adjusts their clasps with that pretty studied 
fortuity which would be gratifying to her mind if it 
were once nioio in a calm and healthy state. 

Mrs Tullet brushed each doorpost with great 
nicety, about the latitude of her shoulders (at that 
period a woman was truly ridiculous to an instructed 
eye if she did not mcasuio a yard and a half across . 
the shoulders), and having done that, sent the 
muscles of her face in quest of fresh tears as she 
advanced into the parlour where Mrs Glogg was 
seated. 

“Well, sister, you’re late; what’s the matter?” 
said Mrs Glogg, rather sharply, as they shook hands. 

Mrs Pullet sat down — lifting up her mantle cai-e- 
fully behind, before she answered, — 

“ She’s gone,” uncousciously using an impressive 
figure of rhetoric. 

“ It isn’t the gloss this time, then," thought Mrs 
Tullivor. 

“ Died the day before yesterday,” continued Mrs 
Pullet ; “ an’ her legs was as thick as my body,” slio 
added, with deep sadness, after a pause. “ They’d 
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tapped her no end o’ times, and the water — ^they say 
yon might ha’ swum in it, if you’d liked.” 

“ Well, Sophy, it’s a mercy she’s gone, tlien, who- 
iver she may be," said Mrs Glegg with the, prompti- 
tude and emphasis of a mind naturally clear and 
decided ; “ but I can’t think who you’re talking of, 
for my part.” 

“But I know,” said Mrs Pulfct, sighing and 
shaking her head; “and there isn’t another such a 
dropsy in the parish. I know as it’s old Mrs Sutton 
o’ the Twenty lands.” 

“ Well, she’s no kin o* yours, nor much acquaint- 
ance as I’ve over licaitid of,” sanl Mrs Glegg, who 
always cried just as much as was jrroper when any- 
thing happened to her own “ kin,” but not on other 
oooasioiis. 

• “ She’s BO much acquaintance as I’ve seen her legs 

when they was like bladders. . . . And an old 

lady as had doubled her money over and over again, 
and kept it all in her o^vn management to the last, 
and had her pocket with her keys in under her pillow 
constant. There isn’t many old parish’ners like her, 
I doubt.” 

“And they say she’d took as much physic as ’ud 
fill a waggon,” observed Mr Pullet 

“Ah," sighed Mrs Pullet, “she’d another com- 
plaint ever so many years before she had the dropsy, 
and the doctors couldn’t make out what it was. And 
she said to mo, when I went to see lier last Cbristmas, 
she said, * Mrs Pullet, if iver you have the dropsy, 
you’ll think o’ me.’ She did say so,” added Mrs Pul- 
let, beginning to cry bitterly again; “ those were her 

VOL. L p 
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veiy words. And she’s to bo buried o’ Saturday, and 
Pullet’s bid to the funeral.” 

“Sophy,” said Mrs Glcgg, unable any longer to 
contain her spiiit of rational remonstrance — “Sophy, 
T wonder at yon, froftjng and injuring your health 
about people as don^t*belong to you. Your poor 
father never did so, nor your aunt Francos neither, 
nor any o* the 'family as I ever beared of. You 
couldn’t fret no moio than this, if we’d beared as our 
cousin Abbott had died sadden without making his 
will.” 

Mrs Pullet was silent, liaving to finish her crying, 
and ratlicr flattered than indignant at being up- 
braided for crying too much. It was not oveiybudy 
who could afford to cry so much about their neigh- 
bours who had left them nothing ; but Mrs Pullet 
had mariicd a gentlcmiiii farmer, and had leisure and- 
iiionoy to carry her crying aud everything else to the 
highest pitch of respectability. 

“ Mrs Sutton didn’t die without making her will, 
though,” said Mr Pullet, witli a confused sense tliat 
he was saying something to sanction liis wife’s tears ; 
“ ours is a licli parish, but they say there’s nobody 
else to leave as many thousands behind ’em as Mis 
Sutton. And she’s left no Icggicies, to speak on — 
left it all in a lump to her husband’s nevvy.” 

“ There wasn’t much good i* being so lich, then,” 
said Mrs Glegg, “ if slio’d got none but husband’s 
kin to leave it to. It’s poor work when that’s all 
you’ve got to pinch yourself for ; — not as I’m one o’ 
thoso as ’ud liko to dio without leaving more money 
out at interest than otlier folks had reckoned. But 



THE MILL OK THE FLOSS. 83 

it*s a poor tale wben it loust go out o’ jour own 
family.” 

“Tm sure, sister,” said Mis Pullet, who had re- 
covered Bufficiently to take off her veil and fold it 
carefully, “ it’s a nice sort o’ man as Mrs Sutton has 
left her money to, for he’s t^oublcd with the asthmy, 
and goes to bed every night at eight o clock. Uo 
told me about it hiuisclf— as freo as could bo — one 
Sunday when he came to our chinch, lie wears a 
hare-skm on his chest, and has a trembling in his 
talk — quite a gentleman sort o’ man. 1 told him 
there wasn’t many months in the year as I wasn’t 
under the doetni’s hands. And he said, ‘ Mrs PuUefc, 
I can fool for you.’ That was what ho said — the 
very words. Ah I ” sighed Mis Pullet, shaking her 
head at the idea that there were but few who could 
* enter fully into her experiences in pink mixture and 
white mixture, strong stuff in small bottles, and weak 
stuff in large bottles, damp boluses aka shilling, and 
draughts at eightconponec. “ Sister, I may as \Yell go 
and take iny bonnet off now. Did you sec as the cap- 
box was put out?” sho added, tinning to lier husband. 

Mr Pullet, by an unaccountable lapse of memory, 
had forgotten it, and hastened out, with a stiickcu 
conscience, to remedy the omission 

“ They’ll bring it up-stairs, sister,” said Mrs Tul- 
livor, wishing to go at once, lest Mrs Olegg should 
bogin to explain her feelings about Sophy’s being the 
first Dodson who ever rtlined her constitution with 
doctor's stuff. 

Mrs TuUiver was fond of going up-stairs with her 
sister Pullet, and looking thoroughly at her cap be- 
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fore she pnt it on her head, and discussing millineiy 
in general. This was part of Bessy’s weakness 
that stirred Mrs Olegg’s sisterly compassion : Bessy 
went far too well drest, considering ; and she was 
too proud to dress her child in tho good clothing her 
sister Glegg gave her from the primeval strata of her 
wardrobe ; it was a sin and a shame to buy anything 
to dross that child, if it wasn’t a pair of shoes. In 
this particular, howoYor, Mrs Gh^gg did her sister 
Bessy some injustice, for Mrs Tulliver had really 
made great elToits to induce Maggie to wear a leg- 
horn bonnet and a dyed silk frock made out of her 
aunt Glegg’s, but the results had been such tliat Mrs 
Tulliver was obliged to bury them in her maternal 
bosom ; for Maggie, declaiing that the frock smelt 
of nasty dye, had taken an opportunity of basting it 
together with tlie roast-beef the first Sunday she wore * 
it, and, finding this scheme answer, she had subse- 
quently pumped on the boimet witli its green ribbons, 
so as to give it a general Tesomblanco to a sage 
cheese garnished with withered lettuces. 1 must 
urge in excuse for Maggie, that Torn had laughed at 
her 'in the bonnet, and said she looked like an old 
Judy. Aunt Pullet, too, made presents of clothes, 
but these wci e always pretty enough to please Maggie 
as well as her mother. Of all her sisters, Mrs Tul- 
liver certainly preferred her sister Pullet, not without 
a return of preference ; but Mrs Pullet was sony 
Bessy had those naughty awkward children ; she 
would do tlio best she could by them, but it was a 
pity they weren’t as good and as pretty as sister 
Deane’s child. Maggie and Turn, on their part. 
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thought their annt Pullet tolerable, chiefly because 
she was not their annt Glegg. Tom always declined 
to go moi-e than once, daring his holidays, to see 
either of thorn : both his undos tipped him that once, 
of course ; but at his aunt Pullet’s there were a great 
many toads to pelt in tho cellar-area, so that he pre- 
ferred tlie visit to lier. Maggio shuddered at tlio 
toads, and dreamed of them homMy, but she liked 
her uncle Pullet's musical snuff-box. Still, it was 
agreed by the sisters, in Mrs Tulliver’s absence, that 
tlio Tullivcr blood did not mix well with tlie Dodson 
blood ; that, in fact, poor Bessy’s children were Tul- 
livers, and that Tom, notwithstanding he had tlio 
Dodson complexion, was hkcly to be as ^^contiairy 
as his fatlier. As for Maggie, she uas the picture 
of her aunt Moss, Mr Tolliver’s sister, — a large-boned 
woman, who had married as poorly as could be ; had 
no cliina, and had a husband who had much ado to 
pay his rent. But when Mrs Pullet was alone with 
Mrs Tullivcr up-stoirs, the remarks were naturally 
to tho disadvantage of Airs Glegg, and they agreed, 
in confidence, that there was no knowing what sort 
of fi ight sister J ano would come out next. But their 
teie-d-tite was curtailed by tlie appearance of Mrs 
Deane with little Lucy; and Mrs Tulliver had to 
look on with a silent pang while Lucy’s blond curls 
were adjusted. It was quite unaccountable that Mrs 
Deane, tlie thinnest and sallowest of all the Miss 
Dodsons, should have had this child, who might have 
been taken for Mrs Tulliver’s any day. And Maggie 
always looked twice as dark as usual when she was 
by the side of Lucy. 
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She did to-day, when she and Tom came in £rom 
the gat don with their father and their uncle Glegg. 
Maggie had thrown her })onnot oil’ very caielessly, 
and, coming in willi her hair rough as well ns out of 
curl, rushed at once to Luc}’, uho was standing by 
her mother’s knee. Ceitaiiily the contrast between 
the cousins was conspicuous, and, to superficial eyes, 
was very much to <.ho disadvantage of M.iggie, though 
a connoisseur might have seen ‘‘ 2 )oints” in her which 
had a higher promise for matuiity than Lucy’s natty 
completeness. It was like the contiast between a 
rough, dark, oveigiown pujipy and a win to kitten. 
Lucy put up the neatest little rosebud mouth to be 
kissed : every tiling about her was neat — ^her little 
round neck, with the row of coral beads ; her little 
straight nose, not at all snubby ; her little clear eye- 
brows, rather darkei than her curls, to match her 
hazel eyes, which looked up with shy pleasure at 
Maggie, taller by the head, though scarcely a year 
older. Maggie always looked at Lucy with delight. 
She was fond of fancying a world where the people 
never got any larger than childicn of their own age, 
and she made the queen of it just like Lucy, with a 
little crawn on her head, and a little sceptre in her 
hand .... only the queen was Maggie herself in 
Lucy’s form. 

“0 Lucy," she’ burst out, after kissing her, “you’ll 
stay with Tom and me, won’t you? 0 ki&s her, 
Tom." 

Tom, too, had come up to Lucy, but he was not 
going to kiss her — no; he came up to her with 
Maggie because it seemed easier, on the whole, than 
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saying, How do you do?” to all those aunts and 
uncles : he stood looking at nothing iu particular, 
with tlie blushing, awkward air and seini-Ruiilo 
which arc common to shy boys when iu coiupuny 
— very much as if they had como into the world by 
mistake, and found it in a degree of uudiess that was 
quite embarrassing. 

“ Heyday ! ” said aunt Glogg, with loud emphasrs. 

Do little boys and golla como into a room without 
taking notice o' their uncles and aunts ? That wasn’t 
the way whon I was a little golh” 

“Go and speak to your aunts and uncles, my 
deal s,” said Mrs Tulliver, looking anxious and melan- 
choly. She wanted to whisper to Maggie a command 
to go and have her hair brushed. 

“ Well, and how do you do ? And I hope you’re 
good children, arc you?” said aunt Glegg, in the 
same loud emphatic way, as she took their hands, 
hurting them with her large rings, and kissing their 
cheeks much against their desire. Look up, Toni, 
look up. Boys as go to boarding-schools should 
hold their heads up. Look at mo now.'’ Tom declined 
that pleasure apjiarontly, for ho tiied to draw his 
hand away. “Put y.mr hair behind your cais, 
Maggie, and keep your frock on your sliouldcr.” 

Aunt Glcgg always spoko to them in this loud 
emphatic way, as if she considered them deaf, or 
perhaps rather idiotic : it was a means, she thought 
of making tliem feel that they were accountable crea- 
tures, and might be a salutary chock on naughty 
tendencies. Bessy’s oliildreii were so spoiled — they’d 
need have somebody tc vako them feel their duty. 
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“Well, my dears," said aunt Pullet, in a com- 
passionate voice, “you grow wonderful fast. I 
doubt they’ll outgrow tlieir strength/' she added, 
looking over their heads with a melanclioly expres- 
sion, at their mother. “I think the gell has too 
much hair. I’d have it thinned and cut shorter, 
sister, if I was you : it isn’t good for her health. It's 
tliat as makes her skin so btown, I shouldn’t wonder. 
Don’t you think so, sister Deane?” 

“I can’t say, I'm sure, sister,” said Mis Deane, 
shutting lior lips close again, and looking at Maggie 
with a critical eye. 

“ No, no," said Afr Tullivcr, “ the child’s healthy 
enough — there’s nothing aUs her. There’s red wheat 
as well ns white, for that matter, and some like the 
dark grain best But it ’ud be as well if Bessy ’ud 
have the child’s hair cut, so as it 'ud lie smootli." 

A dreadful resolve was gathering in Maggie's 
breast, but it was arrested by the desire to know 
from her aunt Deane whether she would leave Lucy 
behind: aunt Deane would hardly ever let Lucy 
come to see them. After various j-easoiis for refusal, 
Mrs Deane appealed to Lucy herself. 

“ You wouldn’t like to stay behind without mother, 
should you, Lucy ? ” 

“ Yes, please, mother,” said Lucy, timidly, blush- 
ing veiy pink all over her little neck. 

“Well done, Lucy I Let her stay, Mrs Deane, 
let her stay,” said Mr Deane, a large but alert-look- 
ing man, with a type of physique to bo seen in all 
ranks of English society — bald crown, red whiskers, 
full forehead, and general stf idity without heaviness. 
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You may see noblemen like Mr, Deane, and you 
may see grocers or day-labourers like him ; but the 
keenness of his brown eyes was less common than 
his contour. He held a" silver snuff-box very tight- 
ly in his hand, and now and then exchanged a 
2 )inch with Mr Tulliver, whose box 'was only silver - 
mounted, so that it was naturally a joke between 
tfiem tlrat Mr Tullivor wanted to Exchange snuff- 
boxes also. Mr Deane’s box had been given him by 
the superior partners in the firm to which he be- 
longed, at the same time that they gave him a share 
ia the business, in acknowledgment of liis valuable 
services as manager. No man was thought more 
highly of in St Ogg’u than llilr Deane, and some 
persons were oven of opinion that Miss Susan Dod- 
son, who was hold to have made the worst match 
•of all the Dodson sisters, might one day ride in a 
better carriage, and live in a better houB&, even than 
her sister Pullet. There was no knowing ivhere a 
man would slop, who had got his foot into a great 
mill-owning, ship-owning business like that of Oue.st 
& Co., with a banking concern' attached. And Mrs 
Deane, as her intimate female friends observed, was 
proud and having ” enough : she wouldn’t let her 
husband stand still in the world for want of spur- 
ring. 

" Maggio,” said Mrs Tolliver, beckoning Maggie 
to her, and whispering in her ear, as soon as this 
point of Lucy s staying was settled, go and get your 
hair brushed — do, for shame. 1 told you not to 
come in without going to Martha first ; you know T 
did.” 
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'‘Torn, como out with me/’ whispered Maggie, 
pulling his sleeve as she passed him ; and Tom fol- 
lowed willingly onough, 

“ Come U 2 )-Btaiis with me, Tom,” she wliispered, 
when they were outside the door. “ There’s some- 
thing I want to do befoie dinner.” 

"There's no time to play at anything before 
dinner,” said Tocn, whoso imagination was impatient 
of any intermediate prospect. • 

“ 0, yes, there is time for this — do como, Tom." 

'Tom followed IMaggio up-staiis into her mother’s 
room, and saw her go at once to a diawer, from 
wliich she took out a large pair of scissois. 

What are they for, Maggie ? ’’ said Tom, feeling 
Lis curiosity awakened. 

Maggie answered by seizing her front looks and 
cutting them straight aoioss the middle of her fore- . 
head. 

" 0, my buttons, Maggie, you’ll catch it ! ’’ ex- 
claimed Tom j "you’d better not cut any more oAV 

Snip ! w-eiit the great scissors again while Tom 
was speaking ; and he couldn’t indp feeling it was 
ratlier good fun : Maggie would look so queer. 

"Hero, Tom, cut it behind for mo," said Maggie, 
excited by her own daring, and anxious to finish the 
deed. 

" You’ll catch it, you know,” said Tom, nodding 
his head in an admonitory manner, and hesitating a 
little as he took the soissors. 

" Never mind — ^make haste 1 ” said Maggie, giving 
a little stamp with her foot Her cheeks were quite 
flushed. 
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The black locks wore so thick — uothing^ could be 
more tempting to a lad who had already tasted the 
forbidden pleasure of cutting the pony’s mane. I 
speak to those who know the Katisfaction of iiiakiyg 
a pair of shears meet through a duly resisting mass 
of hair. One delicious giiuding sni]), iiTid then an- 
other and anotlier, and the hinder-looks fell heavily 
on the floor, and Maggie stood cropped in a jaggccT, 
uneven manner, but with a sense of clearness and 
freedom, as if she had emerged from a wood into the 
open plain. 

“ 0, Maggie,” said Tom, jumping round lier, nud 
slapping his knees Jis ho laughurl, 0, niy buttons, 
what a queer thing you look ! l.ook at yourself in 
the glass — you look like ilie idiot we thiow our nut- 
shells to at school.” 

. Maggie fedt an unexpected pang. She had thouglit 
befoieliand chiefly of her own deliverance from her 
teasing hair and teasing lemaiks about it, and some- 
thing also of the tiiumph she should have over her 
mother and her aunts by this very decided course of 
action: she didn’t want her liair to look pretty — 
that was out of the question^ — she only wanted people 
to think her a clover little girl, and not to And fault 
with her. But now, when Tom began to laugh at 
her, and say she w'as like the idiot, the affair had 
quite a new aspect. She looked in the glass, and 
still Tom laughed and clapped his hands, and Mag- 
gie’s flushed checks began to pale, and her lips to 
tremble a littla 

“ 0 Maggie, you’ll have to go down 4o dinner 
dirpctly,” said Tom. ** 0 my ! ” 
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Don’t laugh at me, Tom,” said Maggie, in a pas- 
sionate tone, with an outburst of angiy tears, stamp- 
ing, and giving him a push. 

“ Now, then, spitfire ! ” said Tom. “ What did 
you cut it off for, then ? I shall go down : I can 
smell the dinner going in.” 

He huiricd down-stairs and left poor Maggie to 
that bitter sense of the ii revocable which was almost 
an cveiy'day cxpeiience of her small soul. She 
could see clearly enough, now the thing was done, 
that it was very foolish, and that she should have to 
hear and tliink more about her hair than ever ; for 
Maggie rushed to her deeds witli passionate impulse, 
and then saw not only their consequences, bat what 
would have happened if they had not been done, 
with all the detail and exaggerated circumstance of 
an active iincaginalion. Tom never did the same 
sort of foolish things as Maggie, having a Tvonderful, 
instinctive discernment of what would turn to his 
advantage or disadvantage ; and so it happenod, 
that though he was much more wilful and inflexible 
than Maggie, his mother hardly ever called him 
uauglity. But if Tom did make a mistake of that 
sort, he espoused it, and stood by it: he didn’t 
mind.” If he broke the lash of his father’s gig- whip 
by lashing the gate, he couldn’t help it — the whip 
shouldn’t have got caught in the hinge. If Tom 
Tulliver whipped a gate, he was convinced, not that 
the whipping of gates by all boys was a justifiable 
act, but that lie, Toin Tulliver, was justifiable in 
whipping* that particular gate, and he wasn’t going 
to be Sony. But Maggie, as she stood crying before 
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the glass, felt it impossible that she should go down 
to dinner and endure the severe eyes and severe 
words of her aunts, while Tom, and Lucy, and 
Martha, who waited at table, and perhaps her father 
and her uncles, would laugh at her, — for if Tom had 
laughed at her, of course evoiy one else would ; and 
if she had only let her hair alone, she could have sat 
with Tom and Lucy, atid had the lipricot pudding 
and tho custard ! What could she do but sob ? 
She sat as helpless and despoiling among her black 
locks as Ajax among tho slauglitcrod sheep. Very 
trivial, pcihaps, this anguish seems to weather-worn 
mortals who have to think of Christmas bills, dead 
loves, and broken friendships ; but it was not less 
bitter to Maggie — ^perhaps it was oven more bitter 
— than what wo are fond of calling antithetically 
tho real troubles of mature life. Ah, my child, 
you will havo real troubles to fret about by-and- 
by,” is tho consolation we havo almost all of us had 
administered to us in our childhood, and have re- 
peated to other children since we have boon grown 
up. We have all of us sobbed so piteously, stand- 
ing with tiny bare legs above our little socks, when ' 
wo lost sight of our mother or nurse in somo strange 
place ; but we can no longer recall tho poignancy of 
that moment and weep over it, as wo do over the 
remembered sufferings of five or ten years ago. Every 
one of those keen moments Las left its trace, and 
lives in us still, but such traces havo blent them- 
selves irrecoverably with the firmer texture of o]ir 
youth and manhood ; and so it comes that we can 
look on at the troubles of our children with a smiling 
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disbelief in the reality of their pain. Is tliere any 
one who can recover the cxpeiience of Ids cliildhood, 
not merely with a niemoiy of wliat ho did and what 
happened to him, of \vhat he liked and disliked when 
he was in frock and trousers, but with an intimate 
penetration, a revived consciousness of what he felt 
then — when it w as so long from one Midsummer to 
another? what *Jje felt wlnm his pchoolfellows shut 
him out of their game because he would pitch the 
ball wrong out of mere w'llfiilness ; or on a rainy day 
in tlie holidays, wdicn ho didn't know how to amuse 
/limKolf, and fell from idleness into mischief, from 
mischiof into defiance, and from defiance into sulki- 
ness ; or when his mother absolutely rofusod to let 
him have a tailed coat tliat “ half,” although every 
other boy of his ago had gone into tails already ? 
Suiely if wo could recall that early bitterness, and 
the dim guesses, the strangely perspectiveless con- 
ception of life that gave the bitterness its intensity, 
wo should not pooh-iiooh the griefs of our cliildion. 

“ Miss Maggie, yoifro to come down this minute,” 
said Kczia, oiitoiiiig tJ>o room huniedly. “ Lawks ! 

* what have you hcon a-doing ? I niver see such a 
fright.” 

“ Don't, Kezia,” said Maggie, angrily. Go 
away ! ” 

“ But I tell you, you’re to come down. Miss, this 
minute : your mother says so,” said Kezia, going 
up to Maggie and taking her by the hand to raise 
her from the floor. 

“ Get away, Kezia ; I don’t want any dinner,” said 
Maggie, resisting Kezia’s aim. I shan’t come.” 
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“ 0, well, I can’t stay. Tve got to wait at din- 
ner,” said Kezia, going out again. 

‘‘ Maggie, you little silly,” said Tom, peeping into 
the room ten minutes after, “ why don’t you come 
and have your dinner ? Thoro’s lots o’ goodies, and 
mother says you’re to come. Wliat aro you crying 
for, you little spooney ? ” 

0, it was dreadful 1 Tom was so hard and uncon- 
cerned ; if he had been crying on the Huor, Maggie 
would have ciied too. And there was the dinner, 
so nice ; and she was so hungry. It was voiy bitter. 

But Tom was not aUogctlier haid. Ho wus not 
inclined to cry, and did not foci that Maggie s grief 
spoiled his prospect of tho sweets ; but he u ont and 
put his head near her, and said in a lower, comfort- 
ing tone — 

. “ Won’t you come, then, Magsio ? Shall I bring 
you a bit o’ pudding when I’ve had mine ? . . . . 
and a custard and tilings ? ” 

“ Ye-o-os,” said Maggie, beginning to feel life a 
little more tolerable. 

“Very well,” said Tom, going away. But he 
turned again at tho door and said, “ But you’d bet'er 
come, you know. There’s tho desseit — nuts, you 
know — and cowslip wine.” 

Maggie’s tears had ceased, and she looked reflec- 
tive as Tom left her. His good nature had taken off 
tlie keenest edge of lior suffering, and nuts with cow- 
slip wine begah to assert their legitimate influence. 

Slowly she rose from amongst her scattered locks, 
and slowly she made her way down-stairs. Then 
she stood leaning with ono shoulder against the 



96 


THB MILL OK THE FLOSS. 


frame of the dining-parlonr door, peeping in when it 
was ajar. She saw -Tom and Lucy^vith an empty 
chair between Uiem, and there wore the custards on 
a side-table — it was too much. She slipped in and 
went towards the empty chair. But she had no 
sooner sat down than she repented, and wished her- 
self back again. 

Mrs Tulliver^avo a little scream as she saw her, 
and felt such a ‘Hum” that she dropt the largo 
gravy-spoon into the dish with tlio most serious re- 
sults to the taljlc-cloth. For Kezia had not betrayed 
tlio reason of Maggie’s lefnsal to come down, not 
liking to give her mistress a shock in the moment of 
carving, and Mrs Tulliver thought there was nothing 
worse in question than a fit of perverseness, which 
was inflicting its own punishment by depriving Mag- 
gie of half her dinner. 

Mrs Tulli vox’s scieam made all eyes turn towards 
the same point as her own, and Maggie’s cheeks and 
ears began to bum, while uncle Glogg, a kind-look- 
ing, white-haiicd old gentleman, said — 

“ Heyday 1 what little gell’s this — ^why, T don’t 
know her. Is it some little gell you’ve picked up in 
the road, Eozia?” 

“ Why, she’s gone and cut her hair herself,” $aid 
Mr Tulliver in an under-tone to Mr Deane, laughing 
with much enjoyment. “ Did you ever know such 
a little hussy as it is ?” 

“ Why, little miss, you’ve made yourself look very 
funny,” said uncle Pullet, and perhaps he never in 
his life made an observation wdiicli was felt to be so 
lacerating. 
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Fie, for shame I said aunt Glegg, in her loud- 
est, severest tone of reproof. “ Littlo golls as cut 
their own hair should be whipped and fed on bread- 
aiid-water — ^not come and sit down with their aunts 
and uncles.*' 

“Ay, ay,” said undo Qlegg, , meaning to give a 
playful turn to this denunciation, “^lie must bo sent 
to jail, I think, and they'll cut the rest of her hair 
off there, and make it all oven.” 

“ She's more like a gypsy nor over,” said aunt 
Pullet, in a pitying tone ; “ it’s very bad luck, sister, 
as the gell should bo so blown — tlie boy’s fair enough. 
I doubt it'll stand in her way i’ life, to bo so brown.” 

“ Slio's a naughty child, as 'll break her inothei’s 
heart,” said Mrs Tulliver, with the tears in her eyes. 

Maggie seemed to bo listening to a choius of re- 
proach and derision. Hor first flush camo fi om anger, 
which gave her a transient power of defiance, and 
Tom thought she was braving it out, supported by 
tlio recent appooranco of tho pudding and custard. 
Under this impression, he whispered, “ 0 my ! Mag- 
gie, I told you you'd catch it.” IIo meant to bo 
friendly, but Maggie felt convinced that Tom 'was 
rejoicing in her ignominy. Her feeblo power of de- 
fiance left her in an instant, hor 'heart swelled, and, 
getting up from her chair, ^ho ran to hor father, hid 
her face on his shoulder, and burst out into loud 
sobbing. 

“ Come, come, my wench,” said her father, sooth- 
ingly, putting his arm round her, “ never mind ; you 
was i* the right to out it off if it plagued you ; givo 
over crying ; father *11 take your part.” 

VOL. I. 
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Delicious words of tenderness I Maggie never for- 
got any of those moments when her father “ to<A 
her part ; ” she kept tliom in lior heart, and thought 
of them long years after, when every one else said 
that her father liad done very ill by his childi'en. 

“How youi Inisband does spoil that child, Bessy I ” 
said Mrs Glogg, in a loud “ aside,” to Mrs TuUiver. 
“ It’ll be the ruin of lior, if you don't take care. My 
father niver brought his children up so, else wo 
should ha’ been a dliTcrent soit o' family to what 
wo are.” 

Mrs Tulliver’s domestic sorrows seemed at this 
moment to have reached the point at which insensi- 
bility begins. She took no notice of her sister’s re- 
mark, but threw back her cap-strings and dispensed 
the pudding, in mute icsignation. 

With the dessert there came entire deliverance for 
IMaggie, for the children were told they might have 
their n^ts and wine m the summer-house, since the 
day w ns so mild, and they scampered out among 
the budding' bushes of the garden with the alac- 
rity of small animals getting from under a burning- 
glass. 

Mrs Tullivor had her special reason for this per- 
mission : now the dinner was despatched, and every 
one’s mind disengaged, it was the right moment to 
communicate Mr Tulliver’s intention concerning Tom, 
and it would ho as vrell for Tom himself to be absents 
The children were used to hear themselves talked of 
as freely as if they were birds, and could understand 
nothing, however they might stretch their necks and 
listen •/hut on this occasion Mis Tnlliver manifested 
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an nnusnd discretion, because she had recently had 
evidence tliat the going to school to a clergyman 
was a sore point with Tom, who looked at it as very 
much on a "par with going to school to a constable. 
Mrs Tiilliver had a sighing sense that her husband 
would do as he liked, whatever sister Glegg said, or 
sister Pullet either, but at least thpy would not bo 
ablo to say, if the thing turned out ill, that Bessy 
had fallen in with her husband’s folly without letting 
her own friends know a word about it. 

Mr Tulliver,” she said, inteiTupting her husband 
in his talk with Mr Deane, it’s time now to tell the 
children’s aunts and uncles what you’re thinking of 
doing with Tom, isn’t it ? ” 

“Very well,” said Mr Tulliver, rather shaiply, 
“ I’ve no objections to tell anybody what I mean to 
do with him. I’ve settled,” ho added, looking to- 
wards Mr Glegg and Mr Deane — “ I’ve settled to 
send him to a Mr Stalling, a parson, down at King’s 
Lorton, there — an uncommon clover fellow, I under- 
stand — as’ll put him up to most things.” 

There was a rustling demonstration of surprise in 
the company, such as you may have observed in a 
country congregation when they hear an allusion 
to their week-day affairs from the pulpit. It was 
equally astenishing to the aunts and uncles to find 
a parson introduced into Mr TuUiver’s family arrange- 
ments. As for uncle Pullet, ho could hardly have 
been more thoroughly obfuscated if Mr Tulliver had 
said that he was going to send Tom to the Lord 
Chancellor : for unde Pullet belonged to that ez- 
tinot class of Britidi yeomen who, dressed in good 
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broadcloth, paid high rates and taxes, went to churoh, 
and ate a particularly good dinner on Sunday, with- 
out dreaming that the British constitution in Church 
and State had a traceable origin any more &an the 
solar system and the fixed stars. It is melancholy, 
but true, that Mr Pullet had the most confused idea 
of a bishop as a sort of a baronet, who might or 
might not be a clergyman ; and as the rector of his 
own parish was a man of high family and fortune, the 
idea that a clergyman could be a schoolmaster was 
too remote from Mr Pullet's experience to be readily 
conceivable. I know it is difficult for people in these 
instructed times to believe in uncle Pullet’s ignor- 
ance ; but lot them reflect on the remarkable lesults 
of. a great natural faculty under favouring circum- 
stances. And uncle Pullet had a great natural 
faculty for ignorance. Ho was the first to give 
utterance to his astonishment. 

Why, what can you be going to send him to a 
parson for ? ” he said, with an amazed twinkling in 
his eyes, looking at Mr Glegg and Mr Deane, to see 
if they showed any signs of comprehension. 

“ Why, because the parsons are the best school- 
masters, by what I can make out,” said poor Mr Tul- 
liver, who, in the maze of this puzzling world, laid 
hold of any clue with great readiness and tenacity. 
“ Jacobs at th’ academy’s no parson, and hcAi done 
very bad by the boy ; and I made up my mind, if I 
sent him to school again, it should be to somebody 
diflerent to Jacobs. And this Mr Stelling, by what 
I can make out, is the sort o’ man I want And I 
mean my boy to go to him at Midsummer,” he con- 
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clnded, in a tone of decision, tapping his snuff-box 
and taking a pinch. 

“ You'll have to pay a swinging balf-yeaily bill, 
then, eh, TuUiver? The clergymen have bighish 
notioni^ in general,’' said Mr Deane, taking snuff 
vigorously, as he always did when wishing to main- 
tain a neutral position. 

What ! do you think the parson ’ll teach him to 
know a good sample o’ wheat when ho sees it, neigli- 
hour TuUiver ? " said Mr Glegg, who was fond of his 
jest ; and, having retired from business, felt tliat it 
was not only allowable but becoming in him to take 
a playful view of things. 

“ Why, you see, I’ve got a plan i’ my head about 
Tom,” said Mr TuUiver, pausing after that state- 
ment and lifting up his glass. 

* WeU, if I may bo aUowed to spook, and it’s^kcl- 
dom as I am;” said Mrs Olegg, with a tone of bitter 
meaning, I should like to know what good is to 
come to the boy, by biingin’ him up above his foitin.” 

“Why,” said Mr TuUiver, not Iboking at Mrs 
Olegg, but at the male pait of his audience, “you 
see, I’ve made up my mind not to bring Tom up to 
my own business. I’ve had my thoughts about it 
all along, and I made up my mind by what I saw 
with Garnett and son. I mean to put him to 
some ^usiness, as ho can go into without capital, and 
I want to give him an eddication as he’ll be even wi’ 
the lawyers and folks, and put me up to a notion 
now an’ then." 

Mrs Olegg emitted a long sort of guttural sound 
with closed lips, that smiled inmingled pity and scorn. 
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“ It 'ud be* a fine deal better for some people,’^ she 
said, after that introductoiy note, “if they’d let the 
lawyers alone.” 

“Is ho at the head of a grammar school, then, 
this clergyman — snch as that at Market Bewley ? ” 
said Mr pcane. 

“No— nothing o’ that,” said Mr Tnlliver. “He 
won’t take more than two or three pupils — and so 
he’ll have the more time to attend to ’em, you 
know.” 

“ Ah, and get liis eddication done the sooner ; 
they can’t learn much at a time when there’s so 
many of ’em,” said uncle Pullet, feeling that he was 
getting quite an insight into this difficult matter. 

“But he’ll want the more pay, I doubt,” said Mi 

Gl^g. 

"Ay, ay, a cool hundred a-year — that’s all,” said 
Mr TuUiver, with some pride at his own spirited 
course. “ But then, you know, it’s an investment ; 
Tom’s eddication 'ull be so mfich capital to him.” 

“ Ay, there’s something in that,” said Mr Gllegg 
“ Well, well, neighbour TuUiver, you may be light, 
you may bo right : 

' When land is gone and money's spent, 

Then learning is most excellent.' 

I remember seeing those two lines wrote on a win- 
dow at Buxton. But us that have got no learning 
had better keep our money, eh, neighbour Pullet ? ” 
Mr Glegg rubbed his knees and looked veiy pleasant. 

“Mr Olegg, I wonder at you,” said his wife. 
“ It’s very unbecoming in a man o’ your age and 
belongings.” 
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» « What's unbecoming, Mrs O. ? ” said Mr Glegg, 

winking pleasantly at the company. My new blue 
coat as I’ve got on ? ” 

“ I pity your weakness, Mr Glogg. I say it*s un- 
becoming to be making a joke when you see your 
own kin going headlongs to min.’* 

“ If you mean me by that," said Mr Tulliver, 
considerably nettled, “ you noodn^ trouble yourself 
to fret about me. 1 can manage my own affairs 
without troubling other folks.” 

“ Bless me,” said Mr Deane, judiciously intro- 
ducing a new idea, ** why, now I come to think of 
it, somebody said Wakem was going to send //it son 
— the deformed lad — to a clergyman, didn’t they, 
Susan?” (appealing his wife). 

I can give no account of it, I’m sure,” said Mrs 
■Deane, ^closing her lips very tightly again. Mrs 
Deane was not a wonilin to take part in a scene 
where missiles were flying. 

“ Well,” said Mr Tulliver, speaking all the more 
cheerfiilly that Mrs Glcgg might see he didn’t mind 
her, ‘4f Wakem thinks o’ sending his son to a 
clergyman, depend on it I shall make no mistake i’ . 
sending Tom to one. Wakem’s as big a scoundrel 
as Old Ilarry ever made, but he knows the length 
of every man’s foot he’s got to deal with. Ay, ay, 
fell me who's Wakem's butcher, and I'll tell you 
where to get your meat.” 

* “ But lawyer Wakem’s son’s got a hump-back,” 
said Mrs Pullet, who felt as if the whole business 
had aj funereal aspect; “it’s more nat'ral to send 
Aim to a clergyman.” 
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“ Yes,” said Mr Glegg, inteipreting Mrs Pullet’s 
observation with erroneous plausibility, “ you must 
consider that, neighbour Tulliver; Wakem’s son 
isn’t likely to follow any business. Wakem ’ull 
make a gentleman of him, poor fellow.” 

“ Mr Glegg,” said Mrs O., in a tone which im- 
plied that her indignation would fizz and ooze a 
little, though she was determined to keep it corked 
up, “ you’d far better hold your tongue. Mr Tolli- 
ver doesn’t want to know your opinion nor mine 
neither. There’s folks in the world as know better 
than everybody else.” 

“ Why, I should think that’s you, if we’re to trust 
your own tale,” said Mr Tulliver, beginning to boil 
up again. 

0 , 1 say nothing,” said Mrs Glegg, sarcastically. 

My advice has never been asked, and I don’t give, 
it." 

“ It’ll be the first time, then,” said Mr Tulliver. 
“ It’s the only thing you’re over-ready at giving.’’ 

“ I’ve been over-ready attending, then, if I haven’t 
been over-ready at giving,” said Mrs Glegg. “ There’s 
foiks I’ve lent money to, as perhaps I shall repent o’ 
lending money to kin.” 

" Come, come, come,” said Mr Glegg, soothingly. 
But Mr Tulliver was not to bo hindered of his retort. 

You’ve got a bond for it, I reckon,” he said*; 
and you’ve had your five per cent, kin or no kin." 

“ Sister," said Mrs Tulliver, pleadingly, ** drink 
your wine, an^ let me give you some almonds and 
raisins.’’ 

“ Bessy, I’m sorry for you,” said Mrs Glegg, very 
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mucli with the feeling of a cur that seizes the oppor- 
tunity of diverting his bark towards the man who 
carries no stick. It’s poor work, talking o’ almonds 
and raisins.” 

“Lors, sister Glegg, don’t be so quarrelsome, ” 
said Mrs Pullet, beginning to cry a little. “ You 
may bo struck with a fit, getting so rod in the face 
after dinner, and we arc but just &iit o’ mouniing, 
all of us — and all \\V gowns craped alike and just 
put by^ — ^it’s very bad among sisters." 

‘‘I should tldnk it is bad," said Mis Glogg. 

Things aio come to a fine pass when one sister in- 
vites the other to her house o’ purpose to quarrtd with 
her and abuse her.” 

“ Softly, softly, Jane — ^bo reasonable — bo reason- 
able,” said Mr Glegg. 

• But while he was speaking, Mr TuUiver, who had 
by no means said enough to satisfy his anger, burst 
out again. 

“ Who wants to quarrel with you ? ” ho said. 
“ It’s you as can’t let people alone, but must bo gnaw- 
ing at ’em for over. I should never want to quarrel 
with any woman, if she kept her place.” 

‘‘ My place, indeed I ” said Mrs Glegg, getting 
rather more shrill. “ There's your betters, Mr Tol- 
liver, as are dead and in their giave, treated me with 
a' difierent sort o’ respect to what you diy— though 
I’ve got a husband as’ll sit by and see mo abused by 
them as ’ud never ha* had the chance if there hadn’t 
been them in our family as married worse than they 
might ha’ done.” 

“If you talk o* that,” said Mr Tulliver, “my 
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family’s as good as yours — and better, for it hasn’t 
got a damned ill-tompcred woman in it." 

Well I " said Mrs Glegg, rising from her chair, 

I don’t know whether you tliink it’s a fine thing to 
sit by and hear mo sworo at, Mr Glcgg; but I’m not 
going to stay a minute longer in this houso. You 
cau stay behind, and come home with the gig — and 
I’ll walk home."* 

“ Dear heart, dear heart I ” said Mr Glcgg in a 
melancholy tone, as he followed Ills wife out of the 
room. 

“ Mr Tullivor, how could you talk so ? ” said Mrs 
Tulliver, with the tears in her eyes. 

“Lot her go," said Mr Tullivor, too hot to bo 
damped by any amount of tears. Let her go, and 
the sooner the bettor : sho "won’t bo tiying to domi- 
neer over me again in a hurry." • 

“ Sister Pullet," said Mrs Tulliver helplessly, “ do 
you think it ’uJ bo any use for you to go after her 
and try to pacify her? ” 

“ Bettor not, better not," said Mr Deane. “ You’ll 
make it up another day." 

. “ Then, sisters, shall we go and look at the chil- 

dren ? " said Mrs Tulliver, drying her eyes. 

No proposition could have been more seasonable. 
Mr Tulliver felt very much as if the air had been 
cleared of obtrusive flics now the women were out 
of the room. There were few things he liked better 
than a cliat witli Mr Deane, whose close application 
to business allowed the pleasure very rarely. Mr 
Deane, ho consideired, was the “ knowingest " man 
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of his acquaintance, and he had besides a ready caus- 
ticity of tongue that made an agreeable' supplement 
to Mr Tulliver 8 own tendency that way, wlick had 
remained in rather an inarticulate condition. And 
now the women were gone, they could carry on their 
serious talk without fiivolous interruption. Th^y 
could exchange their views concerning the Duke, of 
Wellington, whose conduct in tlio \jatholic Question 
had thrown such an entirely new light on his cha- 
racter $ and speak slightingly of Ids conduct at the 
battle of Waterloo, which he would never have won 
if there hadn’t been a gieat many Englishmen at his 
back, not to speak of Illucher and the Prussians, who, 
as Mr Tulliver had heard from a person of particular 
knowledge in that matter, had come up in the very 
nick of time ; though here there was a slight dissi- 
idence, Mr Deane remoi'king that he was not disposed 
to give much credit to the Prussians, — ^tho build of 
their vessels, together with tlie unsatisfactory cha- 
racter of transactions in Dontzic beer, inclining 
him to form rather a low view of Prussian pluck 
generally. Rather beaten on this ground, Mr Tulli- 
ver proceeded to express his fears that the country 
could never again be what it used to bo ; but Mr 
Deane, attached to a firm of which the returns w'orc 
on the increase, naturally took a more lively view of 
the present ; and had some details to give concern- 
ing the state of the imports, especially in hides and 
spelter, which soothed liitr Tulliver's imagination by 
throwing into more distant perspective the period 
when the country would become utterly the prey of 
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Papists and Radicals, and there would be no more 
chance for honest men. 

Uncle Pullet sat by and listened with twinkling 
eyes to these high matters. Ho didn’t understand 
politics himself— though they were a natural gift — 
but by what ho could make out, this Duke of Wel- 
lington was no bettor than he should be. 



CHAPTEE VIIl 

MR TULLIVER SHOWS HIS WEAKER SIDE. 

‘‘ Suppose sister Glcp^g should call her money in — it 
’ud be very awkward for you to havo to raise live 
bundled pounds now,” said Mrs Tulhvor to her hus- 
band that evening, as she took a plaintive review of 
the day. 

Mrs Tulliver had lived thiiteen years with her 
husband, yet she retained in all the fieshncss of her 
early married life a facility of saying things which 
drove him in the opposite direction to the one she 
desired. Some minds are wonderful for keeping their 
bloom in this way, as a patriarchal gold-fish appar- 
ently retains to the last its youthful illusion that it 
can swim in a straight line beyond tlie encircling 
glass. Mrs Tulliver was an amiable fish of this kind, 
and, after running her head against the same resist- 
ing medium for thirteen years, would go at it again 
to-day with undulled alacrity. ^ 

This observation of hers tended directly to con- 
vince Mr Tulliver that it would not be at all awk* 
ward for him to raise five hundred pounds ; and when 
Mrs Tulliver became rather pressing to know how 



110 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


he would raise it 'without mortgaging the mill and 
the house which he had said he never would mort- 
gage, since nowadays people wore none so ready to 
lend money without sccuiity, Mr TuUiver, getting 
warm, declared that Mrs 'Glegg might do as she 
liked about calling in her money — ^he should pay it 
in, whether or not. Ho was not going to bo behold- 
en to his wife’s sisters. When a man had married 
into a family where there was a whole litter of 
Tvomen, ho might have plenty to put up with if ho 
choose. But Mr Tulliver did not choose. 

]\lrs Tulliver cried a little in a tnckling quiet way 
as she put on her nightcap ; but presently sauk into 
a comfortable sleep, lulled by tlie thought that she 
would talk cveiytliing over with her sister Pullet to- 
moirow, when slio was to take the children to Garnm 
Firs to tea. Not that she looked forward to any dis-* 
tinct issue from that talk ; but it seemed impossible 
that past events should bo so obstinate as to remain 
unmodified when they wore complained against. 

Her husband lay awake rather longer, for he too 
was thinking of a visit he would pay on the morrow, 
and his ideas on the subject were not of so vague 
and sootliing a kind as those of his amiable partner. 

Mr Tulliver, when under the influence of a strong 
feeling, had a promptitude in action that may seem 
inconsistent with that painful sense of the compli- 
cated puzzling nature^of human affairs under which 
his more dispassionate deliberations were conducted ; 
but it is really not improbable that there was a direct 
relation between these apparently contradictory phe- 
nomena, since T have observed that forgetting a strong 
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impression tiiat a skein is tangled, there is nothing 
like snatching hastily at a single threap It was 
owing to this promptitude that Mr Tulliver was on 
horseback soon after dinnpr the next day (ho was not 
dy^eptic) on his way to Basset to see his sister 
Moss and her husband. For having made up his 
mind irrevocably that ho would pay Mrs Glegg hor 
loan of five hundred pounds, it naturally occurred to 
him tliat ho had a promissory note forthreo hundred 
pounds lent to his brother-in-law Moss, and if said 
brother-in-law could manage to pay in the money with- 
in a given time, it would go far to lessen the fallacious 
air of inconvenience wliicli Mr TulHvcr*s sjiii ited stop 
might have worn in tlio eyes of weak people who re- 
quiro to know precisely how a thing is to bo done be- 
fore they are strongly confident that it will bo easy. 
• For Mr Tulliver was in a position neither new 
nor striking, but, like other everyday things, sure 
to have a cumulative oiTect that will bo felt in the 
long run : he was hold to be a much more substan- 
tial man than ho really was. And as wo arc all apt 
to beliove what tho world believes about us, it was 
his habit to think of failure and ruin with the same 
sort of remote pity with which a spare long-necked 
man hears that his plethoric short-necked neighbour 
is stricken with apoplexy. He had been always 
used to hear pleasant jokes about his advantages 
as a man who worked his own mill, and owned a 
pretty bit of land ; and these jokes naturally kept 
up his sense that he was a man of considerable sub- 
stance. They gave a pleasant flavour to his glass 
on a market-day, and if it had not been for the le- 
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ourrence of half-yearly payments, Mr TuUiver would 
really have forgotten that there was a mortgage 
of two thousand pounds on his very desirable free- 
hold. That was not altogether his own fault, since 
one of the thousand pounds was his sister’s fortune, 
which he had to p<ay on her marriage ; and a man 
who has neigliboprs tliat wiU go to law with him, is 
not likely to pay off his mortgages, especially if he 
enjoys the good opinion of acquaintances who want 
to borrow a hundred pounds on security too lofty 
to bo represented by jiaiclimeiit. Our friend Mr 
TuUiver had a good-natured fibre in him, and 
did not like to give harsh refusals even to a sister, 
who had not only come into the world in that 
superfluous way characteristio of sisters, creating a 
necessity for mortgages, but had quite thrown her- 
self away in marriage, and had crowned her mis- 
takes by having an eighth baby. On this point Mr 
TuUiver was conscious of being a little weak ; but 
he apologised to himself by saying that poor Gritty 
had been a good-looking wench before she married 
Moss — he would sometimes say this oven with a 
slight tremulousncss in his voice. But this morning 
he was in a mood more becoming a man of business, 
and in tlio course of his ride along the Basset Janes, 
with their deep ruts, — lying so far away from a 
market -town that the labour of drawing produce 
and manure was enough to take away the best port 
of the profits on such poor land as that parish was 
mode of, — he got up a due amount of irritation 
against Moss as a man without capital, who, if 
murrain and blight were abroad, was sure to have 
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his share of them, and who, the more you tried to 
help him out of tho mud, would sink the farther in. 
It would do him good rather than harm, now, if he 
were obliged to raise this three hundred pounds : it 
would make him look about him better, and not act 
so foolishly about his wool this year as ho did tlie 
last: in fact, Mr TuUivcr had been too easy with^ 
his brother-in-law, and becauso ho had let the inter- 
est run on for two years, ]Moss was likely enough to 
tliink that ho should never bo troubled about the 
principal. But Mr TullLvor was determined not to 
encourage such shufhitig pcojde any longer ; and a 
rido along tho Basset lanes was not likely to ener- 
vate a man's resolution by softening his temper. 
Tho deep-troddoii hoof-marks, made in the muddiest 
days of winter, gave him a shake now and then 
which suggested a rash but stimulating snarl at the 
father of law'yors, who, whether by means of his hoof 
or otherwise, had doubtless something to do with 
this state of the roads ; and the abundance of foul 
land and neglected fences that met his eye, though 
they made no part of his brother Moss’s farm, strongly 
contributed* to his dissatisfaction with that unlucky 
agriculturist. If this wasn’t Moss’s fallow, it.inight 
have been : Basset was all alike ; it was a beggarly 
palish in Mr Tulliver’s opinion, and his opinion was 
certainly not groundless. Basset had a poor soil, 
poor roads, a poor non-resident landlord, a poor non- 
resident vicar, and rather less than half a curate, also 
poor. If any one strongly impressed with the power 
of the human mind to triumph over circumstances, will 
contend that the parishioners of Basset might nevex^ 

VOL. I. H 
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tlieless have been a very superior class of people, I 
have notliing to urge against that abstract proposi* 
tion ; I only know that, in point of fact, the Basset 
mind was in stiict keeping with its ciroumstances. 
The muddy lanes, green or clayey, that seemed to 
the unaccustomed eye to load nowhore but into each 
other, did really lead, with patience, to a distant high- 
road ; but there wore many feet in Basset which they 
led more frequently to a centre of dissipation, spoken 
of formally as the “ Markis o* Granby,” but among 
intimates as Dickison s.” A lai'go low mom witli a 
sanded floor, a cold scent of tobacco, modified by un- 
detected boor-dregs, Mr Dickison leaning against the 
doorpost witli a melancholy pimpled face, looking as 
irrelevant to the daylight as a last night’s guttered 
candle — all this may not seem a very seductive form 
of temptation ; but the majority of men in Basset 
found it fatally alluring whon encountored on their 
road towards four o’clock on a wintry afternoon ; and 
if any wife in Basset wished to indicate that her 
husband was not a plcasuro-scoking man, she could 
hardly do it more emphatically than by saying that 
ho didn’t spend a shilling at Dickison’^ from one 
Whitsuntide to another. Mrs Moss had said so of 
^er husband more than oxico, when her brother was 
in a mood to find fault witli him, as ho certainly was 
to-day. And nothing could be less pacifying to Mr 
Tullivor than the behaviour of tlie farmyard gate, 
which he no sooner attempted to push open with his 
liding-stick, than it acted as gates without the upper 
hinge are known to do, to the peril of shins, whether 
equine or human. He was about to got down and 
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lead his horse through the damp dirt of the hollovr 
farmyard, shadowed drearily by the large half-tim- 
bered buildings, up to the long lino of tumble-down 
dwelling-house standing on a raised causeway, but 
the timely appearance of a cowboy saved him tliat 
frustration of a plan he had determined on — uamoly, 
not to get down fiom his horse duijng this visit. ' If 
a man means to bo hard, let him keep in his saddle 
and speak from that height, above the level of plead- 
ing eyes, and with the command of a distant horizon, 
kirs Moss heard the soimd of the horse’s feet, and, 
w'hen her brother rode up, u as already outside the 
kitchen door, witli a half-weary sinilo on her face, 
and a black-eyed baby in her aims. Mrs Moss’s 
face boro a faded resemblance to her brother’s; baby’s 
little fat hand, pressed against her cheek, seemed to 
show more strikingly that the check was faded. 

Brothel, I’m glad to see yon,” she said, in an 
affectionate tone. “I didn’t look for you to-day. 
How do you do ? ” 

“ Oh, .... pretty weU, Mrs ]\Ioss .... pretty 
well,” answered the brother, with cool deliberation, 
as if it were rather too forward of her to ask that 
questioa She knew at once that her brother was 
not in a good humour : he never called her Mrs Moss 
except when ho was angry, and when they wero in 
company. But she thought it was in the order of 
nature that people who wero poorly off should be 
snubbed. Mrs Moss did not take her stand on the 
equality of the, human race : she was a patient^ pro- 
lific, loving-hearted woman. 

" Your husband isn’t in tlie house, 1 suppose ? ” 
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added Mr Tulliver, after a grave panse, daring whioh 
four children had run out, like chickens whose mother 
has boon suddenly in eclipse behind the hencoop. 

“ No,” said Mrs Moss, “ but he’s only in the potato- 
field yondors. Georgy, inin to the Far Close in a 
minute, and tell fatlier your uncle’s come. You’ll 
get down, brothc;*, won’t you, and take something?” 

“No, no; I can’t get down. I must bo going 
liome again directly,” said Mr "Tulliver, looking at 
the distance. 

“And how’s Mrs Tulliver and the children?” 
said Mrs ]\Ioss, humbly, not daiing to press her 
invitation. 

“Oh ... . pretty well. Tom's going to a now 
school at Midsummer — a deal of expense to me. It’s 
bad work for mo, lying out o’ my money.” 

“ I wish you’d bo so good as lot the children come 
and see their cousins some day. My little uns want 
to see tlieir cousin Maggie, so as never was. And 
me lier god-mother, and so fond of lier — ^there's no- 
body 'ud make a bigger fuss with her, according to 
what they’ve got. And I know she likes to come, 
for she’s a loving child, and how quick and clever 
she is, to bo sure ! ” 

If Mrs Moss had been one of tlie most astute 
women in the world, instead of being one of the 
simplest, she could have thought of nothing more 
likely to propitiate her brother than this praise of 
Maggie. He seldom found any one volunteering 
praise of “ the little wenoh : " it was usually left 
entirely to himself to insist on her merits. But 
Maggie always appeared in the most amiable light 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


117 


at her aunt Moss’s : it was her Alsatia, where she 
was out of the reach of law — ^if she upset anything, 
dirtied her shoes, or tore her frock, these things were 
matters' of course at her aunt Moss’s. In spite of 
himself, Mr Tulliver's eyes got milder, and he did 
not look away from his sister, as he said, 

Ay : she’s fonder o’ you than ol the other aunts, 
I think. She takes after our family : not a bit of 
her mother’s in her. 

Moss says she’s just like what I used to be,” 
said Mrs Moss, “ though 1 was never so quick and 
fond o’ the books. But I tlunk my Lizzy’s like her 
— she 8 sharp. Como hero, Lizzy, my dear, and let 
your uncle see you: ho hardly knows you; you 
grow BO fast.” 

Lizzy, a black-eyed child of seven, looked very 
sliy when her mother drew her forward, for the small 
Mosses were much in awe of tlieir uncle from Dorl- 
cote Mill. She was inferior enough to Maggie in 
fire and strength of expression, to make the resem- 
blance between the two entirely flattering to Mr 
Tulliver’s fatherly love. 

“ Ay, they’re a bit alike,” he said, looking kindly 
at the little figure in the soiled pinafore. ‘‘ They 
both take after our mother. You’ve got enough o’ 
gells, Ghritty,” he added, in a tone lialf compassion- 
ate, hidf reproachful. 

‘^Four of ’em, bless ’em,” said Mrs Moss, with a 
sigh, stroking Liza’s hair on each side of her fore- 
head; “as many as there’s boys. They’ve got a 
brother a-piece.” • 

“Ah, but they must turn out and fend for them- 
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solves/' said ]d!r Tulliver, feeling tliat his seveiitj 
was relaxing, and trying to brace it by throwing 
out a wholesome hint. They mustn’t look to hang- 
ing on their brothers." 

No : but I hope their brothers ’ull love the poor 
things, and remombei they camo o’ one father and 
mother : the lads 'ull never be the poorer for that,” 
said Mrs Moss, flashing out with hurried timidity, 
like a half-smothered fire. 

Mr Tulliver gave his horse a little stroke on the 
flank, then checked it, and said, angrily, “ Stand still 
with you 1 " much to the astoiiishmeut of that inno- 
cent animal. 

^‘And the more there is of ’em, the more they 
must love one another,” Mrs Moss went on, looking 
at her cliildien with a didactic purpose. But she 
turned towards her brother again to say, “ Not but 
what I hope your boy ’nil allays be good to his sister, 
though there’s but two of ’em, like you and me, 
brother.” 

Tlint arrow went straight to Mr Tiilliver’s heart 
He had not a rapid irnaginatiou, but the thought of 
h/bggie was very near to liim, and he was not long 
in seeing his relation to his own sister side by side 
with Tom’s relation to Maggie. Would the little 
wench ever be poorly off, and Tom rather hard upon 
her? 

'' Ay, ay, Oritty,” said the miller, with a new 
softness in his tone, “ but I’ve allays done what I 
could for you,” he added, as if vindicating hims^ 
from a reproach. 

I’m not denying that, brother, and I'm noways 
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ungrateful,” said poor Mrs Moss, too lagged hy 
toil and children to have strength left for any pride. 
“ But here’s the father. What a while you've been, 
Moss ! ” 

“While, do you call it?” said Mr Moss, feeling 
out of hreatli and injured. ’ M vo been running all 
the way. Won't you 'light, Mr T^iiliver?” 

“ Well, Fll just get down and have a bit o' falk 
with you in tho gatden,” said Mr Tullivor, feeling 
tliat ho should be more likely to show a duo spiiit of 
resolve if his sistor were not present. 

He got down, and passed with Mr Moss into the 
garden, towards an old yew- free arbour, while his 
sister stood tapping her baby on the back, and look- 
ing wistfully after them. 

Their entrance into the yow-treo arbour surprised 
fieveral fowls that wore recreating ilicmselvcs by 
scratcliing deep holes in tlio dusty ground, and at 
once took flight with much pother and cackling. Mr 
Tulliver sat down on the bench, and tapping tho 
ground curiously hoie and thcro with his stick, as if 
ho suspected some hollowness, opened tho conversa- 
tion by observing, with something like a snarl in 
his tone— 

“Why, you’ve got wheat again in that Comer 
Close, 1 see; and never a bit o’ dressing on it. 
You'll do no good with it this year.” 

Mr Moss, who, when he nianied Miss Tulliver, 
had been regarded as the buck of Basset, now wore 
a beard nearly a^week old, and had the depressed, 
unezpeotant air of a machine-horse. He answered 
in a patient-grumbling tone, “Why, poor farmers 
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like me must do as they can : they must leave it to 
them as have got money to play with, to put half 
as much into the ground as they mean to get out of 
it.” 

“ I don’t know who should have money to play 
with, if it isn’t thcm/^ij can borrow monoy without 
paying interest,” ^aid Mr TuUiver, who wished to 
get into a slight quarrel ; it was the most natural and 
easy introduction to calling in money. 

I know Tm behind with the interest,” said Mr 
Moss, “ but I was so unlucky the wool last year ; 
and what with the Missis being laid up so, things 
liave gone awk’ardcr nor usual.” 

“Ay,” snarled Mr Tullivor, “there’s folks as 
things ’ull allays go awk’ard with : empty sacks 'ull 
never stand upright.” 

“ Well, I don’t know what fault you’ve got to 
find wi' me, Mr TuUiver,” said Mr Moss, deprecat- 
inglyj “I know there isn’t a day-labourer works 
harder.” 

“What’s the use o’ that,” said Mr TuUiver, sharp- 
ly, “ when a man marries, an's got no capital to 
work his farm but his wife’s bit o’ fortin ? I was 
against it from tlio first ; but you’d neither of you 
listen to me. And I can’t lie out o’ my money any 
longer, for I’ve got to pay five hundred o’ Mrs 
Qlegg's, and tliere ’ull be Tom an expense to me, 
as I should find myself short, even sajing I’d got 
back all as is my own. You must look about and 
see how you can pay me the three Jinndred pound,” 

“WoU, if that’s what you mean,” aid Mr Moss, 
looking blankly before him, “ we’d better be sold up, 
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and ha’ done with it ; I must part wi’ every head o’ 
Btook Tn got, to pay you and tlie landlord too.” 

Poor relations are undeniably irritating — their 
existence is so entirely uncalled for bn our part, 
and they are almost always very faulty people. Mr 
Tulliver had succeeded in ^.'tting quite as much 
irritated with Mr Moss as ho hed desired, and ho 
was able to say angrily, lising from his sejit — 

“Well, you must do as you can. I can't find 
money for everybody else as well as myself. I must 
look to my own business, and my own family. I 
can’t lie out o’ my money any longer. You must 
raise it ns quick as you can.” 

Mr Tulliver walked abruptly out of the arbour as 
he utteied the last sentence, and, witliout looking 
round at Mr Moss, wont on to the kitchen door, 
where the eldest boy was holding his horse, and his 
sister was waiting in a state of wondering alarm, 
which was not without its alleviations, for baby was 
making pleasant gurgling sounds, and performing 
a great deal of finger practice on the faded face. 
Mrs Moss had eight children, but could never over- 
come her regret that the twins had not lived. Mr 
Moss thought their removal was not without its 
consolations. “ Won’t you come in, brother ? ” she 
said, looking anxiously at her* husband, who w'as 
walking ■ slowly up, while Mr Tulliver had his foot 
already in the stirrup. 

“ No, no ; good-by,” said he, turning his horse's 
head, and riding away. 

No man could feel more resolute till he got outside 
tho yard-gate, and a little way along the deep- 
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rutted lane ; but before he reached the next turning, 
wliich would take him out of sight of the dilapidated 
farm-buildings, he appeared to be smitten by some 
sudden thought. He checked his horse, and made 
it stand still in the same spot for two or three 
minutes, during which turned his head from side 
to side in a melaij/jholy woy, as if ho were looking 
at some j’^li^ful object on more bides than one. 
Evidently, after his lit of promptitude, Mr Tulliver 
was relapsing into the sense that this is a puzzling 
world. He turned liia hoi sc, and rode slowly back, 
giving vent to the climax of feeling which had de- 
termined this movement by saying aloud, as he 
struck his horse, “ Poor little wench ! shell have 
nobody but Tom, belike, when Tm gone.” 

Mr Tulliver’s return into the yard was descried 
by several young Mosses, who immediately ran in* 
with tlio exciting news to their mother, so that 
Mrs Moss was again on the door-step when her 
brother rode up. She liad been crying, but was 
rocking baby to sleep in her arms now, and made 
no ostentatious show of sorrow as her brother looked 
at her, but merely said — 

The father’s gone to the field again, if you want 
him, brother.” 

“No, Giitty, no,”'said Mr Tulliver, in a gentle 
tone. “ Don’t you fret — that’s all — 111 make a shift 
without the money a bit — only you must be as 
diver and contriving as you can.” 

Mrs Moss’s tears came again at this unexpected 
kindness, and she could say nothing. 

“ Come, come ! — the little wench shall come and 
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see you. 1*11 bring her and Tom some day before 
he goes to sohool. You mustn’t fret ... I'll allays 
be a good brother to you.” 

“ Thank you for that word, brother,” said Mrs 
Mobs, drying her tears ; then turning to Lizzy, sho 
said, “ Bun now, and fetch* \iic coloured egg for 
cousin Maggie.’' Lizzy ran in,\^nd quickly reap- 
peared with a small paper parcel. 

“It’s boiled hard, brother, and coloured with 
thrums — ^veiy pretty: it was done o* purpose for 
Maggie. Will you please to carry it in your pocket? *’ 

“ Ay, ay,” said Mr Tulliver,* putting it caiefally 
in his side-pocket. “ Good-by.” 

And so the respectable miller returned along tlio 
Basset lanes rather more puzzled than before as to 
ways and means, but still witli tlie sense of a danger 
escaped. It had come across Ids mind that if he 
were hard upon his sister, it might somehow tend to 
make Tom hard upon Maggie at some distant day, 
when her father was no longer there to take her 
part ; for simple people, like our friend Mr Tulliver, 
are apt to clothe unimpeachable feelings in erroneous 
ideas, and this was his confused way of explaining 
to himself that his love and anxiety for “ the little 
wench ” had given him a new sensibility towards 
his sister. 



CiiAPTEll IX. 

TO GARUM FIRS. 

While the possible troubles of llaggic’s future were 
occiiiiyiiig her father’s mind, she hoisidf was tasting 
only the biitcrucss of the picsenL Cliildliood has no 
forebodings ; but ttien, it is soothed by no memories 
of outlived sorrow. 

The fact was, the day had begun ill with Maggie. 
The pleasure of having Lucy to look at, and the 
prospect of the aftcnioon visit to Qarum Firs, where 
she would hear uncle FuUet’s musical box, had been 
marred as early as eleven o’clock by the advent of 
the hairdresser from Ft Ogg’s, who had spoken in 
the severest terms of the condition in which he had 
found her hair, holding up one jagged lock after an- 
other and saying, “ See hero I tut — tut — ^tut 1 in 
a tone of mingled disgust and pity, which to Maggie^s 
imagination was equivalent to the strongest expres- 
sion of public opinion. Mr Bappit, the hairdresser, 
with his well-anointed coronal locks tending wavily 
upward, like the simulated pyramid of flame on a 
monumental um, seemed to her at that moment the 
most formidable of her contemporaries, into whose 
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street at St Ogg’s she would carefully refrain from 
entering through the rest of her life. 

Moreover, the preparation for a visit being always 
a serious affair in the Dodson family, Martha was 
enjoined to have Mrs Tullivcr’s room ready an hour 
earlier than usual, that tho IpYi'ng^out of the best 
clothes might not bo deferred tilA the last moment, 
as was sometimes the case in families of lax views, 
whore the ribbon-strings were never rolled up, where 
there was little or no wrapping in silver paper, and 
where tho sense that tlie Sunday clothes could be 
got at quite easily produced no shock to tho mind. 
Already, at twelve o'clock, ]Mrs Tiilliver liad on her 
visiting costume, with a piotcctivo apparatus of 
brown holland, as if she had been a x>ioco of sjitin 
furniture in danger of flics ; Maggie w;^b fiowning 
and twisting her sliouldcrs, that she might if possible 
shrink away from tho prickliest of tuckers, while her 
mother was remonstrating, “ Don't, j^laggic, my dear 
— don't look BO ugly I ” and Tom's checks were look- 
ing particularly brilliant as a relief to his best blue 
suit, which he wore with becoming calmness ; hav- 
ing, after a little wrangling, effected what was always 
the one point of interest to him in his toilette — ho 
had transferred all tho contents of his everyday 
pockets to those actually in wear. 

As for Lucy, she was just as pretty and neat as 
she had been yesterday : no accidents ever happened 
to her clothes, and she was never uncomfortable in 
them, so that she looked witli wondering pity at 
Maggie pouting and writhing under tlie exasper- 
ating *tuokcr. Maggie would certainly have tom 
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it off, if she had not been checked by the remem- 
brance of her recent humiliation about her hair : as 
it was, she confined herself to fretting and twisting, 
and bohaving peevishly about the card-houses which 
they were allowed to build till dinner, as a suitable 
amusement for boys and girls in their best clothes. 
Tom could build ipcrfcct pyramids of houses; but 
Maggie’s would never hear the laying on of the roof : 
— ^it was always so with the things that Magg^ie made; 
and Tom had deduced the conclusion that no girls 
could ever make anything. But it happened that 
Lucy proved wonderfully clever at building: she 
handled tlio cards so lightly, and moved so gently, 
that Tom condescended to admire her houses as 
well as his own, the inoro readily because she had 
asked him to teach her. Maggie, too, wpuld have 
admired Lucy’s houses, and would have given up 
her own unsuccessful building to contemplate them, 
without ill-temjjer, if Jier tucker had not made her 
peevish, and if Tom had not iiiconsideratcly laughed 
when her houses full, and told her she was “a 
stupid.” 

Don’t laugh at me, Tom I ’* she burst out, angrily ; 

I’m not a stupid. 1 know a great many things yon 
don’t.” 

“ 0, I daresay, Miss Spitfire I I’d never be such a 
cross tiling as you — making faces like that. Luoy 
doesn’t do so. 1 like Lucy better than you : I wish 
Luoy was my sister.” 

“ Then it’s very wicked and cruel of you to wish 
so,” said Maggie, starting up hurriedly from her 
place on the fioor, and upsetting Tom's wonderful 
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pagoda. She really did not mean it, but the oir- 
cumstantial evidence was against her, and Tom 
turned white with anger, but said nothing : he would 
have stnick her, only he knew it was cowardly to 
striko a girl, and Tom TuUiver was quite determined 
he would never do anything cowardly. 

Maggie stood in dismay and i>rror, while Tom got 
up from the floor and walked away, pale, from tlie 
scattered ruins of his pagoda, and Lucy looked on 
mutely, like a kitten pausing from its lapping. 

“ 0 Tom,” said Maggie, at last, going half-way 
towards him, “ I didn’t mean to knock it down — in- 
deed, indeed I didn’t.'’ 

Tom took no notice of her, but took, instead, two 
or three Laid peas out of Ins pocket, and shot them 
with his thumb-nail against the window — vaguely 
•at first, but presently with the distinct aim of hit- 
ting a siiperaiiimated bluc-boltle which was expos- 
ing its imbecility in tlio spring sunshine, clearly 
against the views of nature, who had provided Tom 
and the peas for the speedy destruction of this weak 
individuaL 

Thus the morning had been made heavy to Mag^ 
gie, and Tom’s persistent coldness to her all through 
their walk spoiled the fiesh air and sunsliiuo for her. 
lie called Lucy 'to look at tlio half-built bird’s nest 
without caiing to show it Maggie, and peeled a wil- 
low switch for Lucy and him self, without offering 
one to Maggie. Lucy had said, “ Maggie, shouldn’t 
you like one ? ” but Tom was deaf. 

Still the sight of the peacock opportunely spread- 
ing his tail on tlie stackyard wall, just as they reached 
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Garum Firs, was enough to divert the mind tempo- 
rarily from personal grievances. And this was only 
the beginning of beautiful sights at Garum Firs. 
All the farmyard life was wonderful there — ^bantams, 
speckled and top-knotted; Friesland hens, with their 
feathers all turned the wrong way; Guinea-fowls 
that flew and scrc^icd and di-opped their pretty- 
spotted feathers ; pouter-pigeons and a tamo magpie ; 
nay, a goat, and a wond(‘rful brindled dog, half mas- 
tifl' half bull-dog, as large as a lion. Then there 
were white railings and white gates all about, and 
glittering weathercocks of various design, and gar- 
den-walks paved w'ith pebbles in beautiful patterns 
— ^nothing was quite common at Garum Firs : and Tom 
thought that the unusual sizo of the toads there was 
simply duo to the general unusualucss which charac- 
terised uiiclo Pullet’s possessions as a gentleman 
farnjer. Toads who paid rent were naturally leaner. 
As for the house, it was not less remarkable : it had 
a recoding centre, and two wings with battlemeuted 
turrets, and was covered with glittering w'hito stucco. 

Uncle Pullet had scon the expected party approaoh- 
iug from the window, and made haste to unbar and 
unchain the front door, kept always in this fortified 
condition from fear of tramps, who might be supposed 
to know of tlio glass-case of stufTod biiris in the hall, 
and to contemplate rushing in and carrying it away 
on their heads. Aunt Pullet, too, appeared at the 
doorway, and as soon as her sistor was within hearing 
said, “ Stop the children, for God’s sake, Bessy — 
don’t let ’em come up the door-stops : Sally’s bring- 
ing tbo old mat and the duster, to lub tlieir shoes.” 
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Mrs Pullet’s front-door mats were by zfo means 
intended to wipe shoes on : the very scraper had a 
deputy to do its dirty work Tom rebelled particu- 
laily against this slioc-wiping, which ho always con- 
sidered in the light of an indignity to his sex. lie 
felt it as the beginning of the disagreeables incident 
to a visit at aunt Pullet’s, where he had once been 
compelled to sit with towels wrapped round his boots;: 
a fact which may serve to correct the too hasty con- 
clusion that a. visit to Garum Firs must have been a 
great treat to a young gentleman fond of animals — 
fond, that is, of throwing stones at them. 

The next disagreeable was confined to his feminine 
companions : it was tlio mounting of the polished 
oak stairs, which had very handsome carpets rolled 
up and laid by in a spare bedroom, so that the ascent 
of 'these glossy steps might have scivcd, in barbar- 
ous times, as a* trial by oidcal from which none but 
the most spotless virtue could have come off with 
unbroken limbs. Sophy’s weakness about these 
polished stairs was always a subject of bitter romon- 
straiicG on Mrs Glegg's ])art ; but Mrs Tulliver ven- 
tured on no comment, only thinking to herself it was 
a mercy when she and the children wxro safe on the 
landing. 

“Mrs Gray has sent homo my now bonnet, Bessy,” 
sold Mrs Pullet, in a pathetic tone, as Mrs Tulliver 
adjusted her cap. 

“Has she, sister?” said ]\&rs Tulliver, with an 
air of much interest. “ And how do yon like it ? ” 

“ It’s apt to make a mess with clothes, taking ’em 
out and putting ’em in again,” said Mrs Pullet, draw- 

YOL. I. X 
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ing a bunch of keys from her pocket and looking at 
tlicm earnestly, “ but it 'ud be a pity for you to go 
away without seeing it. There’s no knowing what 
may happen.*' 

Mrs Pullet shook her head slowly at this last 
serious consideration, which determined her to single 
out a particular l^y. 

“ I’m afraid it’ll be troublesome to you getting it 
out, sistei,” said Mrs Tulhver, “ but I should like to 
see what sort of a crown she’s made you.” 

Mrs Pullet rose with a melancholy air and unlocked 
one wing of a very bright w'ardrobe, where you may 
have hastily supposed she would find the new bonnet. 
Not at all Such a supposition could only have arisen 
fiom a too superficial acquaintance with tlie habits 
of the Dodson family. In this wardrobe IMrs Pullet 
was seeking sonicthiug small enough to bo hidden 
among layers of linen — it was a door-key. 

You must come with me into the best room,” said 
Mrs Pullet. 

“May tlic children come too, sister?" inquired 
Mrs Tulhver, who saw that Maggie and Lucy were 
lo(dciiig lather eager. 

“Well,’’ said aunt Pullet, reflocti\oly, “it’ll per- 
haps be safer for ’em to come-* they’ll be touching 
something if wo leave ’em behind-” 

So they went in procession along the bright and 
slippeiy corridor, diuily lighted by the semi-lunar 
top of the window which rose above the closed shut- 
ter : it was really quite solemn. Aunt Pullet paused 
and unlocked a door which opened on sometliing still 
more solemn than the passage : a darkened room, in 
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which the outer light, entering feebly, showed what 
looked like the corpses offuruituro in white shrouds. 
Everything tliat was not shrouded stood with its legs 
upwards. Lucy laid hold of Maggie’s frock, and 
Maggie’s heart beat rapidly. 

Aunt Pullet half-opened the shutter and then ua- 
locked the wardrobe, with a melancholy deliberate- 
ness which was quite in keeping with the funereal 
solemnity of the scene. Tho delicious scent of rose- 
leaves that issued frofb tlio wardrobe, made the pro- 
cess of taking out sheet after sheet of silver-paper 
quite pleasant to assist at, though tho sight of the 
bonnet at last \vaa an aniicliinax to Maggie, who 
would have prcfeiied something more strikingly pre- 
ternatural. But few things could have been more im- 
pressive to Mrs Tulliver. Slie looked all round it 
in' silence for sumo moments, and then said emphati- 
cally, Well, sister, I’ll never speak against tlie full 
crowns again I ” 

It was a great concession, and Mis Pullet felt it: 
she felt something was due to it. 

“ You’d like to see it on, sister ? ” she said, sadly. 

I'll open tlie shutter a bit further.” 

Well, if you don't mind taking off your cap, sis- 
ter,” said Mrs Tulliver. 

Mrs Pullet took off her cap, displaying the brown 
silk scalp with a jutting promontory of curls which 
was common to tho more mature and judicious women 
of those times, and, placing the bonnet on her head, 
turned slowly round, like a draper's lay-figure, that 
Mrs Tulliver might miss no point of view. 

I’ve sometimes thought there’s a loop too much 
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o' ribbon on this Jeft sidoi sister ; what do yon 
think?” said Mrs Fullet ‘ 

Mrs Tulliver looked earnestly at the point indi- 
cated, and turned her head on one side. “ Well, I 
think it's best as it is ; if you meddled with it, sister, 
you might repent” 

“ That’s true,” said aunt Pullet, taking off the^ 
bonnet and looking at it contemplatively. 

“ How much might she charge you for that bon- 
net, sister?” said Mrs Tulliver, whose mind was 
actively engaged on the possibility of getting a 
huiiible imitation of this chef-i auvre made from a 
piece of silk she liad at home. 

Mis Pullet screwed up her mouth and shook her 
head, and then whispered, “ Pullet pays for it ; he 
said I was to have the best bonnet at Garum Church, 
let the next best be whose it would.” 

She began slowly to adjust the trimmings in pre- 
paration for re turning it to its place in the wardrobe, 
and h(*r thoughts seemed to have taken a meldnoholy 
turn, for she shook her head. 

“Ah,” she said at last, “1 may never wear it 
twice, sister ; who knows ? ” 

“ Don’t talk o' that, sister,” answered Mrs Tul- 
liver. “ I hope you’ll have your health this sum- 
mer.” 

“ Ah ! but there may come a death in the family, 
as there did soon after I had my green satin bonnet. 
Cousin Abbott may go, and we can't think o’ wear- 
ing crape less nor half a year for him.” 

“That wouid bo unlucky,” said Mrs Tulliver, 
entering thoroughly into the possibility of an inop- 
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portune decease. There’s never so much pleasure i’ 
wearing a bonnet the second year, especially when the 
crowns are so chancy — never two summois alike.” 

‘‘ Ah, it's the way i’ this world,” said Mrs Pullet, 
returning the bonnet to the wardrobe and locking it 
up. She maintained a silence characterised by head- 
shaking, until they had all issued from the solemn 
chamber and were in her own room again. Then, 
beginning to cry, she said, '' Sister, if you should 
never see that bonnet again till I’m dead and gone, 
you’ll remember I showed it you tliis day.” 

Mrs Tulliver felt tliat she ought to bo affected, 
but she was a woman of sparse tears, stout and 
healthy — she could ii^t cry so much as her sister Pul- 
let did, and had often felt her deficiency at funerals. 
Her effort to bring tears into her eyes issued in an 
odd contraction of her face. Maggie, looking bn 
attentively, felt that there was some painful mystery 
about her aunt’s bonnet which she was considered 
too young to understand ; indignantly conscious, all 
the while, that she could have understood tliat, as 
well as everything else, if she had been taken into 
confidence. 

When they went down, uncle Pullet observed, 
with some acumen, that he reckoned the missis liad 

m ' 

been showing her bonnet — ^that was what had made 
them so long up-stairs. With Tom tiie interval had 
seemed still longer, for he had been seated in irk- 
some constraint on the edge of a sofa directly oppo- 
site his uncle Pullet, who regarded him with twink- 
ling g^y eyes, and occasionally addressed him as 
“ Young sir.” 



134 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


“ Well, young sir, what do you learn at school ? ” 
was a standing question with uncle Pullet ; where- 
upon Tom always looked sheepish, rubbed liis hand 
across his face and answered, I don’t know.” It 
was altogether so embarrassing to be seated tite-h-tiie 
with uncle Pullet, that Tom could not even look at 
the prints on the walls, or the fly-cages, or the 
wonderful flower - pots ; ho saw nothing but his 
uncle's gaiters. Not that Tom was in awe of his 
uncle's mental superiority ; indeed, ho had made up 
his mind that ho didn’t want to be a gentleman 
fanner, because ho shouldn’t like to be such a thia- 
legged silly fellow as his uncle Pullet — a molly- 
coddle, in fact. A boy’s sheepishness is by no 
means a sign of overmastering reverence ; and while 
you are making encouraging advances to him under 
tlie idea that ho is overwhelmed by a sense of your 
age and wisdom, tf*n to one he is thinking you ex- 
tremely queer. The only consolation 1 can suggest 
to you is, that the Greek boys probably thought the 
same of Aristotle. It is only when you have master- 
ed a restive horse, or thrashed a drayman, or liave 
got a gun in your hand, that these shy juniors feel 
you to be a truly admirable and enviable character. 
At least, I am quite sure of Tom Tulliver’s sentiments 
on these points. In very tender years, when he still 
wore a lace border under his out-door cap, he was 
often observed peeping through the bars of a gate 
and making minatory gestures with his small fore- 
finger while he scolded the sheep with an inartiou- 
late burr, intended to strike terror into their aston- 
ished minds ; indicating thus early, that desire for 
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masteiy over the inferior animals, wild and domestio^ 
including cockchafers, neighbours’ dogs, and small 
sisters, which in all ages has been an attribute of so 
much promise for the fortunes of our race. Now Mr 
Pullet never rode anything taller than a low pony 
and was the least predatory of men, considering fire- 
arms dangerous, as apt to go off of themselves by 
nobody’s particular desire. So that Tom was not 
without strong reasons when, in confidential talk 
with a chum, ho had described uncle Pullet as a 
nincompoop, taking care attlie same time to observe 
that ho was a very “ rich fellow.” 

The only alleviating circumstance in a 
with uncle Pullet was that he kept a variety of 
lozenges and peppermint diops about liis person, 
and when at a loss for conversation, he filled up the 
v6id by proposing a mutual solace of this kind. 

“ Do you like peppermints, young sir ? ” required 
only a tacit answer when it was accompanied by a 
presentation of the article in question. 

The appearance of tlie little girls suggested to 
uncle Pullet the further solace of small sweet-cakes, 
of which he also kept a stock under lock and key 
for his own private eating on wet days; but the 
three children had no sooner got the tempting deli- 
cacy between their fingers, than aunt Pullet desired 
them to abstain from eating it till tlie tray and the 
plates came, since with those crisp cakes they would 
make the floor ‘‘all over” orumba Lucy didn’t 
mind that much, for the cake was so pretty, she 
thought it was rather a pity to eat it ; but Tom, 
watching his opportunity while tlie elders were 
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talking, hastily stowed it in his mouth at two bites, 
and chewed it furtively. As for Maggie, becoming 
fascinated, as usual, by a print of Ulysses and Nau- 
sioaa, which undo Pullet hud bought as a “pretty 
Sciipture tiling,” she presently let fall her cako,- 
and in an unlucky movemont crushed it beneath her 
foot — a source of so much agitation to aunt Pullet 
and conscious disgrace to Maggie, that she began to 
despair of hearing tho musical snuff-box to-day, till, 
after some reflection, it occuried to her tliat Lucy 
was in high favour enough to venture on asking for 
a tune. So she whinpoied to Luoy, and Lucy, who 
always did what she was desired to do, went up 
quietly to her uncle's knee, and, blushing all over 
her neck while she fingered her necklace, said, “ Will 
you please play us a tune, uncle ? ” 

Lucy thought it was by reason of some excep- 
tional talent in uncle Pullet tliat the snuff-box play- 
ed such beautiful tunes, and indeed the thing was 
viewed in that light by tho majority of his neighbours 
in Garum. Mr Pullet had bought tho box, to begin 
with, and he undoi stood winding it up, and knew 
which tune it was going to play beforehand ; alto- 
gether, the possession of this unique “piece of music” 
was a proof that Mr Pullet'iS character was not of 
that entire nullity which might otherwise have been 
attributed to it. But uncle Pullet, when entreated 
to exhibit his accomplishment, never depn'ciated it 
by a too ready consent. “ We’ll see about it,” was 
the answer he always gave, carefully abstaining from 
any sign of compliance till a suitable number of min- 
utes had passed. Uncle Pullet had a programme for 
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all great social oooasions, and in this way fenced 
himself in from much painful confusion and peiplez- 
ing freedom of will. 

Perhaps the suspense did heighten Maggie’s en- 
joyment when the fairy tune began: for the first 
time she quite foigot that she had a load on her 
mind — that Tom was angry with her ; and by the 
time “ Hush, ye pretty warbling choir/' had been 
played, her face wore that bright look of happiness, 
while she sat immovable with her hands clasped, 
which sometimes comforted her inotlier with tlio 
sense that Maggie could look pretty now and then, 
in spite of her browTi skin. Hut when tho magio 
music ceased, she jumped up, and, running towards 
Tom, put her arm round his neck and said, ‘‘ 0, Tom^ 
isn’t it pretty ? ” 

* Lest you should tliink it showed a revolting insen- 
sibility in Tom that he felt any now anger towards 
Maggie for this uncalled-for, and to him, inexpli- 
cable caress, I 'must tell you that he liad his glass of 
cowslip wine in his hand, and that she jerked him 
so as to make him spill half of it. He must have 
been an extreme milksop not to say angrily, “ Look 
there, now ! ” especially when his resentment was 
sanctioned, as it was, by general disapprobation of 
Maggie’s behaviour. 

“ Why don’t you sit still, Maggie ? ” her mother 
said peevishly. 

‘‘Little gells mustn't come to see mo if they be- 
have in that way,” Said aunt Pullet. 

“ Why, you're too rough, little miss,'' said undo 
Pullet. 
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Poor Maggie sat down again, with the music idl 
chased out of her soul, and the seven small demons 
all in again. 

Mrs Tulliver, foreseeing nothing but misbehaviour 
while the children remained in-doors, took an early 
opportunity of suggesting that, now they were rested 
after their walk, they might go and play out of 
doors; and aunt Pullet gave permission, only en- 
joining them not to go oif the paved walks in the 
garden, and if they wanted to see the poultry fed, 
to view them from a distance on the horso-blook ; a 
restriction which had been imposed ever since Tom 
had been found guilty of running after the peacock, 
with an illusory idea that fright would make one of 
its feathers drop off. 

Mrs Tullivor B thoughts had been temporarily 
diverted from the quarrel with Mrs Glegg by milliit- 
ery and maternal cares, but now the gi'oat theme 
of the bonnet was thrown into perspective, and the 
children w^ere out of the way, yesterday’s anxieties 
recurred. 

It weighs on my mind so as never was,” she 
said, by way of opening the subject, sister Glegg’s 
leaving the house in that way. I’m sure I’d no wish 
t’ offend a sister.” 

“ Ah,” said aunt Pullet, there’s no accounting 
for what Jane ’uU do. I wouldn’t speak of it out 
o’ the family — if it wasn’t to Dr Turnbull ; but it’s 
my belief Jane lives too low. I’ve said so to Pullet 
often and often, and he knows if.” 

“Why, you said so las); Monday was a week, 
when we came away from drinking tea with 'em,’' 
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said Mr Fulleti beginDing to nurse his knee and 
shelter it 'with his pocket-handkerchief, as was hia 
way when the conversation took an interesting turn. 

“ Very like I did,” said Mrs Pullet, “ for you 
remember when I said things, better than 1 can 
remember myself. He’s got a wonderful memoiy. 
Pullet has,” she continued, looking pathetically at 
her sister. “ 1 should be poorly off if he was^ to 
have a stroke, for ho always remembers when Tve 
got to take my doctor s stuff — and Tm taking throe 
sorts now.” 

“ There’s tlie ‘ pills as before ' every other night, 
and the new drops at eleven and four, and the Yer- 
vescing mixture * wiien agreeable,’ ” rehearsed Mr 
Pullet, with a punctuation determined by a lozenge 
on his tongue. 

• ** Ah, perhaps it ’nd be better for sister Glogg, if 
she' A' go to the doctor sometimes, instead o' chew- 
ing Turkey rhubarb whenever there’s anything the 
matter with her,” said Mrs TuUiver, who naturally 
saw the wide subject of medicine chiefly in relation 
to Mrs Glegg. 

“It's dreadful to think on," said aunt Pullet, 
raising her hands and letting them fall again, 
‘‘people playing with their own insides in that 
way 1 And it’s flying i’ the face o’ Providence ; for 
what are the doctors for, if we aien’t to call 'em in? 
And when folks have got the money to pay for a 
doctor, it isn't respectable, as I've told Jane many 
a time. I’m ashamed of acquaintance knowing it.” 

“Well, weWe no call to be ashamed,” said Mr 
Pullet, “for Doctor Turnbull hasn’t got such an- 
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other patient as you this parish, now old Mrs 
Sutton's gone.’' 

“Pullet keeps all my physio-bottles — did you 
know, Bessy V ” said Mrs Pullet “ He won’t hare 
one sold. He says it’s nothing but right folks 
should SCO ’em when I’m gone. They iill two o’ the 
long store-room shelves a’leady — but,” she added, 
beginning to cry, “ it’s well if Ihoy ever fill three. 
I may go befoie I’ve made up the dozen o’ these 
last sizes. The pill-boxes are in the closet in my 
room — ^you’ll remember that, sister — but there’s no- 
thing to show for the boluses, if it isn’t the bills.” 

“ Don’t talk o* your going, sister,” said Mrs Tul- 
liver ; “I should have nobody to stand between me 
and sister Glcgg if you was gone. And there’s no- 
body but you can get lier to make it up wi’ Mr 
Tullivcr, for sister Deane’s never o’ my side, and if 
she was, it’s not to bo looked for as she can speak 
like them as have got an independent fortin.” 

“ Well, your husband is awk’ard, you know, 
Bessy,” said Mis Pullet, good-naturedly ready to use 
her deep depression on her sister’s account as well 
as her own. “ He’s never behaved quite so pretty 
to our family as he should do, and the children take 
after him — the boy's very mischievous, and runs 
away from his aunts and uncles, and the gell’s rude 
and brown. It’s your bad-lnck, and I’m sorry for 
you, Bessy ; for you was allays my favourite sister, 
and we allays liked the same patterns.” 

“ I know Tulliver’s hasty, and says odd things,” 
said Mrs Tulliver, wiping away one small tear from 
the comer of her eye, “ but I’m sure he’s never been 
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the man, since he married me, to objeot to mj 
making the friends o’ my side o’ the family welcome 
to the house.” 

“ I don’t want to make the worst of you, Bossy,” 
said Mrs Pullet, compassionately, “ for T doubt you’ll 
have trouble ondugli without that ; and your hus- 
band’s got that poor sister and her children hanging 
on him, and so given to lawing, they bay. I doubt 
he’ll leave you poorly off when ho dies. Not as I’d 
have it said out o' the family.” 

This view of her position was naturally far from 
cheering to Mrs Tulliver. Her imagination was 
not easily acted on, but^she could not help thinking 
that her case was a hard one, since it appealed that 
other people thought it hard. 

“ I’m suio, sister, I can’t help myself,” she said, 
urged by the fear lest her anticipated misfortunes 
might bo held retributive, to take a compruhensive 
review of her past conduct. “ There’s no woman 
strives more for her children ; and I’m sure, at 
Bcouiing-time this Ladyday as I’ve had all the bed- 
hangings taken down, I did as much as the two 
gells put together ; and there’s this last elder-flower 
wine I’ve made — beautiful ! I allays offer it along 
with the sherry, though sister Olegg will have it 
I’m so extravagant ; and as for liking to have my 
clotlies tidy, and not go a fright about the house, 
there’s nobody in the parish can say anything against 
me in respect o’ backbiting and making mischief, 
for T don’t wish anybody any harm ; and nobody loses 
by sending me a pork-pie, for my pies are fit to show 
with the best o’ my neighbours’ ; and the linen’s so 
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ill Older, as if I was to dio to-morrow I shouldn't 
be ashamed. A woman can do no inoro nor slio 
can.” 

“ IJut it’s all o’ no use, yon know, Kessy,” said 
Mrs riillet, lioldin,!^ her liead on one side, and fix- 
ing her (‘voti patlu'lically on her sister, “ if your 
liiishand makes away with Ins money. Not but 
A\hatif you '\\as sj>ld iiji, ami other folks bought 
your fill nil nr(», it’s a comfort to think as you've 
kept it v\el] nibbed And thcic's tlio linen, vvitli 
3 'oiir maiden inaik on, might go all ovei t!io countiy. 
It ’nd be a sad pity foi our family." Mis Ihillet 
shook her hc^ad shovly. 

“lint what can I do, sister?" said Mrs Tiillivcr. 
“Mr Tiilliv’eis not a man to be diclaled to — not if 
I was to go to the ]).irs<m, and gi*t by lieait \»hat I 
should tell iiiy lin.sb.md ft»r (hi* l)(‘.st. And riii sine 
1 don’t pieteiid to know anv thing about ])iitting out 
money and all that 1 could never see into men’s 
business as sister Ulegg doe.s." 

“Wei!, you’ie like me in Jhal, Hess)^,’’ said j\iis 
Jhilh't; “and I think it ’ud bead, d inoie becom- 
ing o* .lane if she’d li.ive that [»icr-glas.s nibbed 
oltener — tli.'io was ovei so many spo*‘« on it last 
wo(*k — Misti .ul o’ dictating to folks as have morn 
i'oinings in lli.m site evei had, and telling ’em aliat 
tin \ ve Mi do with tlioii iiioiicy. lliit Jane and mo 
wi'ie iiihiys eontiiiny : ; no ivuald have sliiped tl mgs, 
and 1 lik(‘ sp«)ts You like a spot too, Jlessy : wo 
■dl.ivs hiino togeth(*i i’ that." 

>iis Pullet, alTeoted by this last reminiscenco, 

’ 't hei sister pathetically. 
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“ Yes, Sophy,” said Mrs Tulliver, “ I romember 
onr having a bluo ground with a white spot both 
ahko — I’ VO got a bit in a bod-ciuilt now ; and if 3^011 
would l)ut go and see sister Clegg, and persuade 
her to make it up with Tiilliver, 1 should take it 
very kind of you. You was alias's a good sister to 1110.” 

‘‘ Ihit the riglit thing 'ud be for Tulliver to go and 
make it up with her liimself, and lie was Sony 
for speaking so rash. If Ik^’h lion owed money of 
her, ho shouhln t be above thal,” said Mis Pullet, 
whoso jiartialitj^ did not blind lier to piineaples: 
she did not foigct what w^as due to js'opk^ of indo- 
jKMideht foiluiio. • 

Jl’s no use talking o’ thal,” Siiid poor Mis Tul- 
in or, almost peevishly. “ If 1 was ti> go down on 
my haio knees on tho gravel to Tullivt'i, he’d never 
liiiinhle himself.” 

“Well, you can’t expect ino to pmsuado Jane 
to lieg paidoii,” said l^Irs Pullet. “ Her teinpi'i’s 
beyond evei^’lliing; it’s well if it doesn't cairy her 
olT hei mind, though then* never was any of our 
family' w'out to a madhouse.^' 

“ T m not thinking of her begging pardon,” said 
]\rrs Tulliver. “Put if sln*Mjiist take no iiotii'e, 
and not call her money in ; as it's n(*t so much for 
one sistei to ask of anothci ; time ’ud monel things, 
and Tulliver ud foiget all about it, and they'd bo 
fiienels again.” 

Mrs Tulliver, you peicoivo, was not awaie of her 
husband’s iiievoeable dotcimination to pay in the 
five hundred pounds ; at least such a determination 
exceeded her pow'ois of belief. 



144 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


“ Well, Bessy/' said Mrs Pullet, moiiinfnlly, I 
don’t want to liolp ^'ou on to riini. I won’t bo be- 
hindhand i’ doin^ yon a p^ood Inin, if* it is io be done. 
And I don’t like it said among aeqnaintaneo as we've 
got quarrels in the ftiinily I hball tell Jane that; 
and I don’t mind dii\ing to Jane's to-nioirow, if 
rullei do(‘.sirt mind. WJial do you say, Mr I'nllot? ” 

“ T’ve no objections,’' said Mr Piillot, who was 
jierfectly contented witli any course the qiiaiiel 
might tidfe, so that Mr Tiillivei did not ajijily to 
him for money IVFi J'ldlct was noivons about his 
investnuMits, and did not see how a man could ha\o 
any soeuiity for his money unless ho turned it into 
hind 

After a littlo fiiither diseiis'^ion as to whether it 
would iK't b(‘ bettei foi Mis Tullmu to aecoiiqiany 
thi'in on tin* Msit to sislei Gh'gg, Mis Pullet, ob- 
si'rvnig lliat it was toa-tinu*, tinned to reai li fiom a 
diiiwei a delicate damask na]>kin, which she jiinncd 
bcfoie hei in tlie Jashion of an apion Tin dooi did, 
in fact, soon open, but instead tin* t( n-tiay, Sal’y 
]iitr»)dnec«l an object S(» sniitling that I oth Mis Pullet 
and Mis Tullivei gjuc a si leain, eini'^ing uiielo Pullet 
to swallow Ins lozenge — for fhi' liClh tiioj in his life, 
as he I'lteiw. ids noted. 



CHAPTER X. 

AlAGGIK BEirAVrS WoliSE TII \N Sill? EXPECTED. 

'J'liE startling ohjcot wliicli lliiis mailt* an rpocli fur 
uncle Pnllet was no other Ilian littlt* Lucy, with one 
sitlo of'hci person, fioiii lifi wiiall Ihot to ]ier honnei- 
oiown, wot anti disooloureil with mini, lioliling out 
tw’O liny hlackonoil hands, and iindving a \eiy i)itt*ou 8 
fa< 3 o. To account for tins unpii*ct*denti*d a])pariti()ii 
111 aunt Pullet's pailoui, wo must letinn tt) Iho 
nioiuent wlien tlio tliree cliildien went tt) jilay out of 
doojs, and llio small demons who had taken posses- 
sion of Maggie's soul at an cai ly pi‘i lod of the day had 
le turned 111 all tlie gi cater foico after a tompoiary 
absence. All the disagieeahlo rect)Ilt*ctions of tho 
mt)iniiig w'eio (hick upon lici, w'ht'ii Tt>ni, wlitise dis- 
pleasuro towaids lit r had been coiiMderahly refiesliod 
hy liei futilish tuck of causing liini to upset liis cow- 
slip wine, said, “Heie, Lucy, you etniie. along with 
me,” ainl walked olT to tho area whoi.* Iht* toads woie, 
as if tlieio w'ero no Maggie in existence Seeing 
this, Maggio lingered at a distance, looking like a 
small Medusa Avith her snakes crojijied. Luey was 
natuiall}’ pleased that cousin Tom was so good to 
VOL. L K 
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her, and it was very amueing to Bee him tickling a 
fat toad with a piecd^of string when the toad was safe 
down the area, with an iron grating over him. Still 
Lnoy wished Maggie to enjoy tlie spectacle also, es- 
pecially as she ^ould doubtless find a name for the 
toad, and say what had been his past histoiy ; for 
Lucy had a delighted semi-belief in Maggie’s stories 
about the live things they came upon by accident — 
how Mrs Earwig had a wash at home, and one of her 
children had flillen into the hot copper, for which 
reason she was running so fast to fetch the doctor. 
Tom had a profound contempt for this nonsense of 
Maggie’s, smashing the earwig at once as a super- 
fluous yet eaBy means of proving the entire unreality of 
such a Btoiy ; but Lucy, for the life of her, could not 
help fancying there was something in it, and at all 
events thought it was very pretty make-believe. -So 
now the desire to know the history of a veiy portly 
toad, added to her habitual affectionateness, made 
her run back to Maggie and say, 0, there is such 
a big, funny toad, Maggie ! Do come and see.'' 

Maggie said nothing, bnt tamed away from her 
with a deeper frown. As long as Tom seemed to 
prefer Lucy to her, Lucy made part of his unkind- 
ness. Maggie would have thought a little while 
ago that she could never be cross with pretty little 
Lucy, any more than she could be cruel to a little 
white mouse ; but then, Tom had always been quite 
indifferent to Lucy before, and it had been left to 
Maggie to pet and make much of her. As it was, 
she was actually beginning to think that she should 
like to make Lucy 017 , by slapping or pinching her, 
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especially as it might vex Tom, whom it was of no 
use to slap, oven if she dared, because he didn't mind 
it And if Lucy hadn't been there, Maggie was sure 
he would have got friends with her sooner. 

Tickling a fat toad who is not higlily sensitive, 
is an amusement that it is possible to exhaust, and 
Tom by-and-by began to look round for some other 
mode of passing the time. But in so prim a garden, 
where they were not to go off the paved walks, there 
was not a great choice of sport The only great 
pleasure such a restriction allowed was the pleasure 
of breaking it, and Tom began to meditate an insur- 
rectionary visit to the pond, about a field's length 
beyond the gardem 

I say, Jjucy,” he began, nodding his head up 
and down with great significance, as he coiled up 
his string again, “ what do you think I moan to 
do?" 

“What, Tom?” said Lucy, with curiosity. 

“ 1 mean to go to the pond, and look at the pike. 
You may go with me if you like," said the young 
sultan. 

“ 0 Tom, dare you ? " said Lucy. “ Aunt said 
wo mustn’t go out of the garden?’ 

“ 0, 1 shall go out at the other end of the garden," 
said Tom. “ Nobody ^ull see us. Besides, I don t 
care if they do — 1*11 run off home." 

“ But I couldn’t run,” said Lucy, who had never 
before been exposed to such severe temptation. 

“ 0, never mind — they won’t be cross with yew," 
said Tom. “ You say I took you.” 

Tom walked along, and Lucy trotted by his side, 
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timidly enjoying the rare treat of doing something 
naughty — excited also by the mention of that cele- 
brity, the pike, about which she was quite uncertain 
whether it was a fish or a fowl. Maggie saw them 
leaving the garden, and could not resist the impulse 
to follow. Anger and jealousy can no more bear to 
lose sight of their objects than love, and that Tom 
and Lucy should do or see anything of which she 
was ignorant would have been an intolerable idea to 
Maggie. So she kept a few yards behind them, un- 
observed by Tom, who was presently absorbed in 
watching for the pike — a highly interesting monster; 
he was said to bo so very old, so very large, and to 
have such a remarkable appetite. The pike, like 
other celebrities, did not show when he was watched 
for, but Tom caught sight of something in rapid 
movement in the water, which attracted him ' to 
another spot on the brink of the pond. 

** Here, Lucy ! he said in a loud whisper, “ oome 
here I take care! keep on the grass — don’t step 
where the cows have been ! " ho added, pointing to 
a peninsula of dry grass, with trodden mud on each 
side of it ; for Tom’s contemptuous conception of a 
girl included the attribute of being unfit to walk in 
dirty places. 

Lucy came carefully as she was bidden, and bent 
down to look at what seemed a golden arrow-head 
darting through the water. It was a water-snake, 
Tom told her, and Lucy at last could see the serpen- 
tine wave of its body, very much wondering that a 
snake could swim. Maggie had drawn nearer and 
nearer — she must see it too, though it was bitter to 
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her like everything else, since Tom did not core 
about her seeing it. At last, she was close by Lucy, 
and Tom, who had been aware of her approach, but 
would not notice it till he was obliged, turned round 
and said — 

“ Now, get away, Maggio. Thero^s no room for 
you on the grass here. Nobody asked you to come.’^ 

There were passions at war in Maggie at that 
moment to have made a tragedy, if tragedies were 
made by passion only, but the ossontial n fiiyt&os 
which was present in the passion was wanting to 
the action; the utmost Maggie could do, with a fierce 
ilirust of her small brown arm, was to push poor 
littlo pink-and-wliite Lucy into the cow- trodden 
mud. 

Then Tom could not restrain himself, and gave 
Maggie two smart slaps on the arm as he ran to pick 
up Lucy, wlio lay crying helplessly. Maggie re- 
treated to the roots of a tree a few yards off, and 
looked on impenitently. Usually her repentance 
came quickly after one rash deed, but now Tom and 
Lucy had made her so miserable, she was glad to 
spoU their happiness — ^glad to make everybody un- 
comfortable. Why should She be sorry ? Tom was 
very slow to forgive her^ however sorry she might 
have been. 

“ I shall tell mother, you know, Miss Mag,” said 
Tom, loudly and emphatically, as soon as Lucy was 
up and ready to walk away. It was not Tom’s prac- 
tice to ‘‘tell,” but here justice clearly demanded that 
Maggie should be visited with the utmost punish- 
ment : not that Tom had learnt to put his views in 
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that abstract form; he never mentioned ‘‘justice,” 
and had no idea that his desire to punish might be 
called by that fine name. Lucy was too entirely 
absorbed by the evil tliat had befallen her — the 
spoiling of her pretty best clothes, and the discom- 
fort of being wet and dirty — to think much of the 
cause, which was entirely mysterious to her. She 
could never have guessed what she had done to make 
Maggie angry with her ; but she felt tliat Maggie 
was very unkind and disagreeable, and made no 
magnanimous entreaties to Tom that he would not 
“ tell,” only running along by his side and crying 
piteously, while Maggie sat on the roots of the tree 
and looked after them with her small Medusa face. 

“ Sally,” said Tom, when they reached the kitchen 
door, and Sally looked at them in speechless amaze, 
with a piece of bread-and-butter in her mouth and^a 
toasting-fork in her hand — “Sally, tell mother it was 
Maggie pushed Lficy iuto the mud.” 

“ But Lors ha’ massy, how did you get near such 
mud as that ? ” said Sally, making a wiy face, as 
she stooped down and examined the corpus deUcH. 

Tom’s imagination had not been rapid and capa- 
cious enough to indude this question among the 
foreseen consequences, but it was no sooner put 
than he foresaw whither it tended, and that Maggie 
would not be considered the pnly culprit in the case. 
He walked quietly away from the kitchen door, leav- 
ing Sally to that pleasure of guessing which active 
minds notoriously prefer to ready-made know- 
ledge. 

Sally, as yon are aware, lost no time in present- 
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ing Luoy at the parlour door, for to have so dirty 
an object introduced into the house at Garum Firs 
was too great a weight to be sustained by a single 
mind. 

“ Goodness gracious I ” aunt Pullet exclaimed, 
after preluding by an inarticulate scream ; keep 
her at the door, Sally! Don’t bring her off the 
oil-cloth, wliatever you do.” 

“ Why, she's tumbled into some nasty mud,” said 
Mrs Tulliver, going up to Lucy to examine into the 
amount of damage to clothes for which she felt her- 
self responsible to her sister Deane. 

you please, 'urn, it was Miss Maggie as pushed 
her in,” said Sally ; Master Tom’s been and said 
BO, and tliey must ha' been to the pond, for it’s only 
there they could ha’ got into such dirt.” 

- There it is, Bessy ; it’s what I’ve been telling 
you,” said Mrs Pullet, in a tone of prophetic sad- 
ness : “ it’s your children — ^there’s no knowing what 
they’ll come to.” 

Mrs Tulliver was mute, feeling herself a truly 
wretched mother. As usual, the thought pressed 
upon hor that people would think she had done 
something wicked to deserve her maternal troubles, 
while Mrs Pullet began to give elaborate directions 
to Ssdly how to guard the premises from serious 
injury in the course of removing the dirt. Meantime 
tea was to be brought in by the oook, and the two 
naughty children were to have theirs in an ignomini- 
ous manner in the kitchen. Mrs Tulliver went out 
to speak to these naughty ohildren, supposing them 
to be olose at hand ,* but it was not until after some 
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search that she found Tom Isaning with rather a 
hardened careless air against the white paling of the 
poultiy-yard, and loweiing his piece of string on 
the other side as a means of exasperating the turkey- 
cock. 

“Tom, you naughty boy, where's your sister?” 
said Mrs Tulliver, in a distressed yoico. 

“ I don't know,” said Tom ; his eagerness for 
justice on Maggie had diminished since ho had seen 
cleiirly that it could hardly be brought about without 
tlio injustice of some blame on his own conduct. 

“ Why, where did you leave her?” said his mother, 
looking round. 

“ Sitting under the tree against the pond,” said 
Tom, appaiently indifferent to everything but the 
.string and the turkey-cock. 

“Then go and fetch her in this minute, you 
naughty boy. And how could you think o’ going to 
the pond, and hiking your sister where there was 
dirt ? You know she'll do mischief, if there’s mis- 
chief to be done.” 

Tt was Mrs Tulliver’s way, if she blamed Tom, 
to refer his misdemeanour, somehow or other, to 
Maggie. 

The idea of Maggie sitting alone by the pond, 
joused an habitual fear in Mrs Tullivefs mind, and 
she mchinted the horse-block to satisfy herself by a 
sight of that fatal child, while Tom walked— not 
very quickly — on his way towards her. 

“ They’re such children for the water, mine are,” 
she said aloud, witliout reflecting that there was no 
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one to hear her ; they’ll ho brought in dead and 
drownded some day. I wish that river was far 
enough.” 

But when she not only failed to discern Maggie, 
but presently saw Tom returning from the pool alone, 
this hovering fear entered and took complete pos- 
session of her, and she hurried to meet him. 

“Maggie’s nowhere about the pond, mother,” 
said Tom ; “ she’s gone away.” 

Tou may conceive the teiriSed search for Maggie, 
and tho difficulty of convincing her mother that she 
was not in tho pond. Mrs Pullet observed that tho 
child might come to a worse end if she lived — there 
was no knowing ; and Mr Pullet, confused and 
overwhelmed by tins revolutionary aspect of things 
— the tea deferred and the poultry alarmed by the 
unusual running to and fro — took up his sp^jd as on 
instrument of search, and reached down a key to 
unlock tho goose-pen, as a likely place for Maggie to 
lie concealed in. 

Tom, after a while, started the idea that Maggie * 
was gone home (without thinking it necessary to 
state that it was what he should have done himself 
under tho circumstances), and the suggestion was 
seized as a comfort by his mother. 

“ Sister, for goodness’ sake let ’em put the horseu 
in the carriage and take me home — ^we shall perhaps 
find her on the road. Lucy can’t walk in her dirty 
clothes,” she said, looking at that innocent victim, 
who was wrapped up in a shawl, and sitting with 
naked feet on the sofa. 
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Aunt Pullet was quite willing to take the' shoTteat 
means of restoring her premises to order and quiet, 
and it was not long before Mrs Tullivor was in the 
chaise looking anxiously at the most distant point 
before her. What the father would say if Maggie 
was lost? was a question that predominated over 
every other. 



CHAPTEE XL 

MAGGIE TBIES TO RUN AWAY FROM HER SHADOW. 

Maggie's intentions, as usual, were on a larger 
scale than Tom had imagined. The resolution 
that gathered in her mind, after Tom and Lucy had 
walked away, was not so simple as that of going 
home. Nol she would run away and go to the 
gypsies, and Tom should never see her any more. 
That was by no means a new idea to Maggie ; she 
had been so often told she was like a g^^psy, and 
" half wild,” that when she was miserable it seemed 
to her tlie only way of escaping opprobrium, and 
being entirely in harmony with oircumstanoes would 
be to live in a little brown tent on the commons : the 
gypsies, she considered, would gladly receive her, 
and pay her much respect on account of her superior 
knowledge. She had once mentioned her views on 
this point to Tom, and suggested that he should 
stain his face brown, and they should run away to- 
gether; but Tom rejected the scheme with contempt, 
observing that gypsies were thieves, and hardly got 
anything to eat, and had nothing to drive but a 
donkey. To-day, however, Maggie thought her 
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misery had reached a pitch at which gypsjdom 
was her only refuge, and she rose from her seat on 
the roots of the ti'ee with the sense that this was a 
groat crisis in her life ; she would run straight away 
till she came to Duiilow Common, where tliere would 
certainly be gypsies; and cruel Tom, and the rest of 
her relations who found fault with her, should never 
see her any more. She thought of her father as she 
rail along, but she reconciled herself to the idea of 
parting with him, by determining that she would 
secretly send him a letter by a small gypsy, who 
would run away without tolling where she was, and 
just let him know that she was well and happy, and' 
always loved him veiy much. 

Maggie soon got out of breath with running, but 
by the time Tom got to the pond again, she was at 
the distance of thiee long fields, and was on the edge 
of the lane leading to the high-road. She stopped 
to pant a little, reflecting tliat running away was not 
a pleasant thing until one had got quita to the com- 
mon wliere tlie gypsies were, but her resolution had 
not abated : she presently passed through the gate 
into the lane, not knowing where it would lead her, 
for it was not this way that they came from Dorlcote 
Mill to Qarum Firs, and she felt all the safer for that^ 
because there was no chance of her being overtaken. 
But she was soon aware, not without trembling, that 
there were two men coming along the lane in front 
of her : she had not thought of meeting strangers — 
she liad been too much occupied with the idea of her 
friends coming after her. The formidable strangers 
were two shabby-looking men with flushed faces. 
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one of them cariying a bundle on a stick over his 
shoulder : but to her surprise, while she was dread- 
ing their disapprobation as a runaway, the man with 
the bundle stopped, and in a half- whining half-coax- 
ing tone asked her if she had a copper to give a poor 
man. Maggie had a sixpence in her pocket — her 
uncle Glegg^s present — ^which she immediately drew 
out and gave this poor man with a polito smile, 
hoping he would fool very kindly towards her as a 
generous person. “That’s the only money I’ve got,” 
she said, apologetically. “ Thank you, little miss,” 
said the man in a less respectful and grateful tone 
than Maggie anticipated, and she oven observed that 
he smiled and winked at his comimnion. 8he walked 
on hurriedly, but was aware that the two men wore 
standing still, probably to look after her, and she 
presently heard them laughing loudly. Suddenly it 
occurred to her that they might think she was an 
idiot: Tom had said that her cropped hair made 
her look like an idiot, and it was too painful an idea 
to be readily forgotten. Besides, she had no sleeves 
on — only a cape and a bonnet. It was clear that 
she was not likely to make a favourable impression 
on passengers, and she thought she would turn into 
the fields again ; but not gn the same side of the 
lane as before, lest they should still bo uncle Pullet's 
fields. She turned through the first gate that was 
not locked, and felt a delightful sense of privacy in 
creeping along by the hedgerows, after her recent 
humiliating encounter. She was used to wandering 
about the fields by herself, and was less timid there 
than on the high-road Sometimes she had to elimb 
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oyer high gates, but that was a small evil ; she was 
getting out of reach very fast, and she should pro- 
bably soon come within sight of Dunlow Common, 
or at least of some other common, for she had heard 
her father say that you couldn't go very far with- 
out coming to a common. She hoped so, for she 
was getting rather tired and hungry, and until 
she reached tiie gypsies there was no definite pro- 
spect of bread-and-butter. It was still broad day- 
light, for aunt Pullet, retaining the early habits of 
the Dodson family, took tea at lialf-past four by the 
sun, and at five by the kitchen clock ; so, though it 
was nearly an liour since Maggie started, there was 
no gathering gloom on the fields to remind her that 
the night would come. Still, it seemed to her that 
she had been walking a voiy gioat distance indeed, 
and it was really surprising tliat the common did 
not come within sight. Hitherto she had been in 
the rich parish of Garuin, whore there was a great 
deal of pasture-land, and she had only seen one 
labourer at a distance. That was fortunate in some 
respects, as labourers might bo too ignorant to un- 
derstand the propriety of her wanting to go to Dun- 
low Common ; yet it would have been better if slie 
could have met some one who would tell her the 
way without wanting to know anything about her 
private business. At last, however, the green fields 
came to an end, and Maggie found herself looking 
through the bars of a gate into a lane with a wide 
margin of grass on each side of it. She had never 
seen such a wide lane before, and, without her know- 
ing why, it gave her the impression that the oom- 
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mon could not be far off; perhaps it was because 
she saw a donkey with a log to his foot feeding on 
the grassy margin, for she had seen a donkey with 
that pitiable encumbrance on Dunlow Common when 
she had been across it in her father’s gig. She crept 
through the bars of the gate and walked on with now 
spirit, though not without haunting images of Apol- 
lyon, and a highwayman with a pistol, and a blink- 
ing dwarf in yellow, with a mouth from ear to ear, and 
other miscellaneous dangers. For poor little Mag- 
gie bad at once the timidity of an active imagination 
and the dazing that comes from overmastering im- 
pulse. She had rushed into the adventure of seek- 
ing her unknown kindred, the g^-psics ; and now she 
was in tins strange lane, she hardly dared look on 
one side of her, lest she should seo the diabolical 
blacksmith in his leathern apron grinning at her with 
arms akimbo. It was not without a leaping of the 
heart that she caught sight of a small pair of bare 
legs sticking up, feet uppermost, by tlie side of a 
hillock ; they seemed something hideously preter- 
natural — a diabolical kind of fungus ; for she was 
too much agitated at the first glance to see the rag- 
ged clothes and the dark shaggy head attached to 
them. It was a boy asleep, and Maggie trotted 
along faster and more lightly, lest she should wake 
him : it did not occur to her that he was one of her 
friends the gypsies, who in all probability would 
have very genial manners. But the &ct was so, for 
at the next bend in the lane, Maggie actually saw the 
little semiciroalar black tent with the blue smoke 
rising before it, which was to be her refuge from all 
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the blighting obloquy that had pursued her in civil- 
ised life. She even saw a tall female figure by the 
column of smoke — doubtless the gypsy-mother, who 
provided the tea and other groceries ; it was aston- 
ishing to herself that she did not feel more delighted. 
But it was startling to find the gypsies in a lane, 
after all, and not on a common ; indeed, it was rather 
disappointing ; for a mysterious illimitable common, 
where there were sand-pits to hide in, and one was 
out of everybody’s reach, had always made part of 
Maggie’s picture of gypsy life. She went on, how- 
ever, and thought with some comfort that gypsies 
most likely knew nothing about idiots, so there was 
no danger of their falling into the mistake of sotting 
her down at tlie first glance as an idiot. It was plain 
she had attracted attention ; for the tall figure, who 
proved to bo a young woman with a baby on her arln, 
walked slowly to meet her. Maggie looked up in 
the new face rather tremblingly as it approached, 
and was reassured by the thought that her aunt Pullet 
and the rest were right when they called her a 
gypsy, for this face, with the bright dark eyes and 
the long hair, was really something like what she 
used to see in the glass before she out her hair oif. 

“My little lady, where are you going to? ’’the 
gypsy said, in a tone of coaxing deference. 

It was delightful, and just what Maggie expected: 
the gypsies saw at once that she was a little lady, 
and were prepared to treat her. accordingly. 

“ Not any farther,” said Maggie, feeling as if she 
were saying what she had rehearsed in a dream. 
“I’m come* to stay with^ou, please.” 
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“ That's pretty ; come, then. Why, what a nice 
little lady you are, to be sure,” said the gypsy, tak- 
ing her by the hand. Maggie thought her very 
agreeable, but wished she had not been so dirty. 

There was quite a group round the fire when they 
reached it . An old gypsy-woman was seated on the 
ground nursing her knees, and occasionally poking 
a skewer into the round kettle that sent forth on 
odorous steam: two small shock-headed children 
were lying prone and resting on their elbows some- 
thing like small sphinxes ; and a placid donkey was 
bending his head over a tall girl, who, lying on her 
back, was scratching his nose and indulging him 
with a bite of excellent stolen hay. Tlio slanting 
sunlight fell kindly upon them, and the scene was 
really very pretty and comfortable, Maggie thought, 
only she hoped they would soon set out the tea-cups. 
Everything would be quite charniing when she had 
taught the gypsies to u^ a washing-'basin, and to 
feel an interest in books. It was a little confusing, 
though, that the young woman began to speak to 
the old one in a language which Maggie did not 
understand, while the tall girl, who was feeding the 
donkey, sat up and stared at her without offering 
any salutation. At last the old woman said— 

“What, my pretty lady, are you come to stay 
with us ? Sit ye down, and tell us wheio you come 
from.” 

It was just like a story : Maggie liked to be called 
pretty lady and treated in this way. She sat down 
and said— 

“ I’m come from home because I’m unhappy, and 

VOL. I. L 
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I mean to be a gypsy. I’ll live with you, if you like, 
and I can teach you a great many things.*’ 

Such a clever little lady,” said the woman with 
the baby, sitting down by Maggie, and allowing baby 
to crawl ; “ and sucii a pretty bonnet and fiock,” she 
added, taking ofT Maggie’s bonnet and looking at it 
while she luade an observation to the old woman, in 
tlie unknown language. The tall gill snatched the 
bonnet nnd put it on her own head hind-foremost 
with a gnu; but Maggie was determined not to 
show any weakness on this subject, as if she were 
susceptible about her bonnet. 

“ I don’t want to wear a bonnet,” she said, “ I’d 
rather wear a led handkerchief, like yours ” (looking 
at her fiieiid by her side); my hair was quite long 
till yesterday, when I cut it olT : but I daresay it 
will grow again very soon,” she added apologetically, 
thinking it piobable the gypsies had a strong preju- 
dice in fa\our of long hah:. And Maggie had for- 
gotten even her Imnger at that moment in the desire 
to conciliate gypsy opinion. 

“ 0 what a nice little lady ! — and rich. I'm sure,” 
said the old woman. Didn’t you live in a beauti- 
ful house at home ? ” 

Yes, my home is pretty, and I’m very fond of the 
river, where wo go fishing — but I’m often very un- 
happy. I should have liked to bring my books with 
me, but I came away in a hurry, you know. But I 
can tell you almost everything tliere is in my books, 
I’ve read them so many times — and that will amuse 
you. And I can tell you something about Geography 
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too — ^that B about tho world we live in — very useful 
and interesting. Did you ever hear about Colum- 
bus?” 

Maggie’s eyes had begun to sparkle and her checks 
to flush — she was really beginning to instruct the 
gypsies, and gaining great influence over them. The 
gypsies tliemselves wero not without amazement at 
this talk^ though their attention was divided by tlie 
contents of Maggie’s pocket, which tlio friend at 
her right hand had by this time oniptiod without 
attracting her notice. 

Is that where you livo, my little lady ? ” said tho 
old woman, at the mention of Columbus. 

“ 0 no I ” said Maggie, with sumo pity ; “ Colum- 
bus was a very wonderful man, who found out half 
the world, and they put chains on him and treated 
him'veiy badly, you know — it’s in my Catechism of 
Geography — but perhaps it’s rather too long to 
tell before tea ... / want my tea soJ' 

Tho last words burst from Maggie, in spite of her- 
self, with a sudden drop from patronising instruction 
to simple peevishness. 

“ Why, she’s hungry, poor little lady,” said the 
younger woman. Give her some o’ the cold victual. 
You’ve been walking a good way, I’ll bo bound, my 
dear. Where’s your homo ? ” 

“ It’s Dorloote Mill, a good way off,” said Maggie. 

My father is Mr Tulliver, but wo musn’t let him 
know where I am, else he’ll fetch me home again. 
Where does the queen of tho gypsies live ? ” 

“ What I do you wont to go to her, my little lady?** 
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said the younger woman. The tall girl meanwhile 
was constantly storing at Maggie and grinning. 
Her manners were certainly not agreeable. 

“No,” said Maggie, “I’m only thinking that if 
she isn’t a very good queen you might bo glad when 
she died, and you could choose another. If I was a 
queen. I’d bo a veiy good queen, and kind to every- 
body.” 

“Here's -a hit o* nice victual, 'then,” said the old 
woman, handing to Maggie a lump of dry bread, 
which she had taken from a bag of scraps, and a 
piece of cold bacon. 

“ Thank you,” said Maggie, looking at the food 
without taking it ; “ but will you give me some 
bread-and-butter and tea instead? I don’t like 
bacon,” 

“ We’ve got no tea nor buttor,” said the old woman 
with something like a scowl, as if she were getting 
tired of coaxing. 

“0, a little broad and treacle would do,” said 
Maggio. 

“ We ha’n’t got no treacle,” said the old woman 
crossly, whereupon lliere followed a sharp dialogue 
between the two women in their unknown tongue, 
and one of the small sphinxes snatched at the braad- 
and-bacon, and began to eat it. At this moment the 
tall girl, who had gone a few yards ofi^ came back 
and said something which produced a strong effect. 
The old woman, seeming to forget Ijlaggie’s hunger, 
poked the skewer into the pot with new vigour, and 
the younger crept under the tent, and reached out 
some platters and spoons. Maggie trembled a little, 
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and was a&aid the tears would come into her eyes. 
Meanwhile the tall girl gave a shrill cry, and pre- 
sently came running up the boy, whom Maggie had 
passed as he was sleeping^a rough urchin about the 
age of Tom. He stared at Maggie, and there ensued 
much incomprehensible chattel ing. She felt very 
.lonely, and was quite sure she should begin to cry 
before long : the gypsies didu^t seem to mind her at 
all, and she felt quite weak among them. But the 
springing tears wore checked by new terror, when 
two men came up, whose approach had been the 
cause of the sudden excitement. The elder of the 
two earned a bag, which he flung down, addressing 
the women in a loud and scolding tone, which they 
answered by a shower of treble sauemess ; while a 
black cur ran barking up to Maggie, and threw her 
into a tremor that only found a new cause in the 
curses with which the younger man called the dog 
off, and gave him a rap with a great stick ho held in 
his hand. 

Maggie felt that it was impossible she should ever 
be queen of these people, or ever communicate to 
them amuring and useful knowledge. 

Both the men now seemed to be inquiring about 
Maggie, for they looked at her, and the tone of the 
conversation became of that pacific kind which im- 
plies curiosity on one side and the power of satisfy- 
ing it on the other. At last the ^’'ounger woman said 
in her previous, deferential coaxing tone — 

"This nice little lady’s come to live with us: 
aren’t you glad?" 

" Ay, veiy glad,” said the younger man, who was 
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looking at Maggie’s silver thimble and other small 
matters that had been taken from her pocket. Ho 
returned them all except the thimble to the younger 
woman, v^ith some observation, and she immediately 
restored tliom to Maggie’s pocket, while the men 
seated themselves, and began to attack the contents 
of the kettle — a stew of meat and potatoes — which 
had been taken olT the lire and turned out into a 
yellow platter. 

Maggie began to think that Tom must be right 
about the gypsies — tht»y must certainly bo thieves, 
unless the man meant to return lier thimble by-and- 
by. Slio would willingly have given it to him, for 
she was not at all attached to her thimble ; but the 
idea that she w'as among tliieves provented her from 
feeling any comfort in tho revival of deference and 
attention towards her — all thieves except R6bin 
Hood were wicked people. The women saw she w'as 
frightened. 

“ We’ve got nothing nice for a lady to eat,” said 
the old woman, in her coaxing tone. And she’s so 
hungry, sweet little lady.” 

“ Hero, my dear, tiy if you can eat a bit o’ this/’ 
said the younger woman, handing some of the atew 
on a blown dish w'ith an iron spoon to Maggie, ^ho, 
lemembcring that the old woman had seemed angiy 
with her for not liking tho breod-jind-baGon, dared 
not refuse the stew, though fear had chased away 
her appetite. If her father would but come by in 
tlio gig and take her up! Or even if Jack the 
Giantkiller, or Mr Greatheort, or St George who 
slew the dragon on the halfpennies, would happen 
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to pass that way I But Maggie thought with a sink- 
iug heart that these heroes were never seen in the 
neighbourhood of St Ogg’s— nothing very wonderful 
ever came there. 

Maggie Tulliver, you perceive,* was by no moans 
that well-trained, well-informed young person that 
a smidl female of eight or nine necessarily is in 
these days : she had only been to school a year, at 
St Ogg’s, and had so few books that she kometimes 
read the dictionary ; so that in travcdling over hei 
small mind you would have found the most unex- 
pected ignorance as well as unexpected knowledge. 
She could have informed you tliat there was such a 
word as “ pol3'gamy/’ and being also acquainted w'ith 
polysyllable,” sho had deduced the conclusion that 
• “poly” meant “many;” but she had had no idea that 
gypsies were not well supplied with groceiies, and 
her thoughts generally were the oddest mixture of 
clear-eyed acumen and blind dreams. 

Her ideas about the gypsies had undergono a 
rapid modification in tho last five minutes. From 
having considered them very respectful companions, 
amenable to instruction, she had begun to think that 
they meant perhaps to kill her as soon as it was dark, 
and cut up her body for gradual cooking : the sus- 
pioion crossed her that the fierco-cyed old man was 
in fact tho dejil, who might diop that tiansparent 
disguise at any moment, and turn cither into tho 
grinning blacksmith or else a fiery- eyed monster 
with dragon’s wings. It was no use tiying to eat 
the stew, and yet tlie thing she most dreaded was 
to offend the gypsies, by betraying her extremely 
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unfavourable opinion of them, and sbe wondered with 
a keenness of interest that no theologian could have 
exceeded, whether, if the devil were really present, 
he would know her thoughts. 

What ! you don't like the smell of it, my dear,” 
said the young woman, observing that Maggie did 
not even take a spoonful of the stew. “ Tiy a bit — 
come.” 

‘*No, thank you,” said Maggie, summoning all 
her foice for a desperate effort, and trying to smile 
in a friendly way. “I haven't time, I think — 
it seems getting darker I tliink I must go home 
now, and come again another day, and then I 
can bring you a basket with some jam-tarts and 
things.” 

Maggie rose from her seat as she threw out this 
illusory prospect, devoutly hoping that Apollyon 
was gullible ; but her hope sank when the old 
gypsy-woman said, “Stop a bit, stop a bit, little 
lady — we'll take you home, all safe, when we've 
done supper : you shall ride homo, ^e a lady.” 

Maggie sat down again, with httle faith in this 
promise, though she presently saw the tall girl put- 
ing a bridle on the donkey, and throwing a couple 
of bags on his back. 

“ Now, then, little missis,” said the younger man, 
rising, and leading the donkey foi;^ard, “tell us 
where you live — what’s the name o’ the place ? ” 

“ Dorloote Mill is my home,” said Maggie, eagerly. 
“ My father is Mr Tulliver — ^he lives there.” 

“What I a big mill a little way this side o* St 
Ogg's?” 
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“ Yob/' said Haggle. “ Is it far off? I think I 
should like to walk there, if you please." 

“ No, no, it '11 be getting dark, we must make 
haste. And tlie donkey '11 carry you as nice as^qan 
be — you'll see.” 

He lifted Maggie as he spoke, and set her on the 
donkey. She felt relieved that it was not the old 
man who seemed to bo going with her, but she had 
only a trembling hope that she was really going 
home. 

“Here's your pretty bonnet," said the younger 
woman, putting that recently despised but now 
welcome article of costume on Maggie's head ; 
“and you'll say we've been very good to you, 
won’t you? and what a nice little lady we said you 
was.” 

““0, yes, thank you,” said Maggie, “I’m very 
much obliged to you. But 1 wish you’d go with me 
too.” She thought anything was bettor than going 
with one of the dreadful men alone : it would be 
more cheerful to be murdered by a larger party. 

“ Ah, you're fondest o' me, aren't you ? '* said the 
woman. “But I can’t go — ^you'll go too fast for 
me.” 

. It now appeared that the man also was to be 
seated on the donkey, holding Maggie before him, 
and she was as incapable of remonstrating against 
this arrangement as the donkey himself, though no 
nightmare had ever seemed to her more horrible. 
When the w'oman had patted her on the back, and 
said, “ good-by,” the donkey, at a strong hint from 
the man's stick, set off at a rapid walk along the 
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lano towards the point Maggie had come from an 
hour ago, while the tall girl and the rough urchin, 
also furnished with sticks, obligingly escoited them 
for the first bundled yards, with much screaming 
and thwacking. 

Not Leonorc, in that preternatural midnight ex- 
cursion with her pliantbm lover, was more terrified 
than poor Moggie in this entirely natural ride on a 
short-paced donkey, with a gypsy behind her, who 
^ considered that ho was eaniiug half-a-crown. The 
red light of the setting sun seemed to have a por- 
tentous moaning, with which the alarming bray of 
the second donkey with the log on its foot must 
surely have some connection Two low thatched 
cottages — the only houses they passed in this lane 
— seemed to add to its dreariness: they had no 
windows to speak of, and the doors were closed :*it 
was probable that they wore inhabited by witches, 
and it was a relief to find that tlio donkey did not 
stop theio. 

At last — 0, sight of joy I — tliis lane, the longest 
in the world, was coming to an end, was opening on 
a broad high-road, whcTo tbero was actually a CQUch 
pdssing I And there was a finger-post at the cor- 
ner : she had surely seen that finger-post befoie — 
“ To St Ogg’s, 2 miles.” The gypsy really meant 
to take her home, then : he was probably a good 
man, after all, and might have been rather hurt at 
the thought that sho didn’t like coming with him 
alone. This idea became stronger as she felt more 
and niore certain that she knew the road quite well, 
and she was considering how she might open a con- 
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Tersation with the injured gypsy, and not only 
gratify his feelings hut efface the impression of 
her cowardice, when, as tlioy reached a cross-road, 
Maggie caught sight of some one coming on a white- 
faced horse. 

“O,^stop, stop I** she ciied out. “There’s my 
father 1 0, father, father ! 

The sudden joy was almost painful, and before Jier 
father reached her, slie wa? sobbing. Great was Mr 
Tulliver's wonder, for he had made a round from 
Basset, and liad not yet boon homo. 

“ Why, what’s the meaning o* this?” ho said, check- 
ing his horse, wliilc Maggie slipped from the donkey 
and ran to her father’s stump. 

“ The little miss lost herself, I reckon,” said the 
gypsy. “ She’d come to our tent at the far end o^ 
Dunlow Lane, and I was bringing her where she said 
her home was. tt’s a good way to come artcr being 
on the tramp all day.” 

“ 0, yes, father, lie’s been veiy good to bring mo 
home,” said Maggie. “ A very kind, good man I ” 

“ Here, then, my man,” said Mr TuUivor, talcing 
out five shillings. “ It’s the best day’s work you 
ever did. I couldn’t afford to lose tho little wench; 
here, lift her up before me.” 

“Why, Maggie, how’s this, how’s this?” ho said, 
as they rode along, whde she laid her head against 
her father, and sobbed. “ How came you to be ram- 
bling about and lose yourself?” 

“0, father,” sobbed Maggie, “ I ran away because 
I was BO unhappy — Tom was so angry with me. I 
couldn't bear it.” 
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“Pooh, pooh,” said MrTulliver, soothingly, “you 
mustn’t think o’ running away from father. What 
*ud father do without his little wench ? ” 

“ 0 no, I never will again, father — never.” 

Mr Tullivcr spoke his mind very strongly when 
ho reached home that evening, and the effect was 
seen in the jemarkable fact, that Maggie never 
heard one reproach from her mother, or one taunt 
from Tom, about this foolish business of her run- 
ning away to the gypsies. Maggie was rather awe- 
stricken by this unusual treatment, and sometimes 
thought that her conduct had been too wicked to be 
alluded to. 



CHAPTER XIL 

MB AND MBS GLEGO AT DOME. 

In order to see Mr and Mrs Olcgg at homo, we must 
enter the town of St Ogg*s — that venerable town 
with, the red-flutHd roofs and the broad warehouse 
gables, where the black ships unhido themselves of 
their burthens from the far north, and carry away, 
in exchange, the precious inland products, the well- 
crushed cheese and the soft fleeces, which my re- 
fined readers have doubtless become acquainted 
with through the Ae medium of tlie best classic 
pastorals. 

It is one of those old, old towns which impress 
one as a continuation and outgrowth of nature, as 
much as the nests of the bower-birds or the winding 
g^eries of the white ants: a town which carries the 
traces of its long growth and history like a millennial 
tree, and- has sprung up and developed in the same 
spot between the river and the low hill from the time 
when the Roman legions turned their backs on it from 
the camp on the hill-side, and the long-haired sea- 
king;8 came up the river and looked with fierce, eager 
eyes at the fatness of the land. It is a town ‘‘fami« 
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liar with forgotten years.” The shadow of the Saxon 
hero-king still walks there fitfully, reviewing the 
scenes of his youth and lovetimo, and is met by the 
gloomier shadow of the dreadful heathen Dane, who 
was stabbed in the midst of his wariiois by the sword 
of an invisible avenger, and who lises on autumn 
evenings like a white mist from his tumulus on the 
hill, and hovers in the couit of the old hall by the 
river-side — the spot whore he was thus miraculously 
slain in the days befoie the old hall was built. It 
was the Normans who began to build that fine old 
hall, wliicli is like tlio town, telling of the thoughts 
and hands of widely-sundered generations ; but it is 
all so old that wo look with loving pardon at its in- 
consistencies, and aie w'cU content that they who 
built the stone oiiel, and they who built the Gothic 
facade and towcis of iiucst small biickwork with the 
trefoil ornament, and tlie windows and battlements 
defined with stone, did not sacrilegiously pull down 
the ancient half-timbered body with its' oak-roofed 
banquo ting-hall. 

But older oven than this old hall is perhaps the 
bit of wall now built into the belfry of the parish 
church, and said to bo remnant of the originid 
chapel dedicated to St Ogg, the patron saint of tliis 
ancient town, of whoso history 1 possess several 
manuscript versions. I incline to the briefest, since, 
if it should not be wholly true, it is at least likely to 
contain the least falsehood. Ogg the son of Beorl," 
says my private hagiographer, “ was a boatman who 
gained a scanty living by ferrying passengers across 
the river Floss. And it came to pass, one evening 
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when the winds were high, that there sat moaning 
by the brink of the river a woman with a child in 
her arms ; and she was clad in rags, and had a worn 
and withered look, and she craved to be rowed across 
the river. And the men tlieroabout questioned her, 
and said, ‘ Wherefore dost thou desire to cross the 
river? Tarry till the morning, and take shelter 
here for the night : so shalt thou bo wise, and not 
fofdish.’ Still she wont on to mourn and crave. 
But Ogg the son of Bcorl came up and said, ‘ I 
will ferry thee across : it is enough that thy heart 
needs it’ And he ferried her acioss. And it came 
to pass, when she stopped ashore, that her rags wore 
turned into robes of flowing white, and her face be- 
came bright with exceeding beauty, and there was 
a glory around it, so that she shed a light on the 
water like the moon in its brightness. And she 
said — ‘ Ogg the son of Beprl, thou art blessed in 
that thou didst not question and wrangle with the 
heart’s need, but wast smitten with pity, and didst 
straightway relieve the same. And from henceforth 
whoso steps into thy boat shall be in no peril from 
the storm ; and whenever it puts forth to the rescue, 
it shall save the lives both of men and beasts.’ And 
when the floods came, many were saved by reason of 
that blessing on the boat. But when Ogg the son of 
Beorl died, behold, in the parting of his soul, the 
boat loosed itself from its mooiings, and was floated 
with the ebbing tide in great swiftness to the ocean, 
and was seen no more. Yet it was witnessed in the 
floods of after-time, that at the coming on of even 
Ogg the son of Beorl was always seen with his 
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boat upon the wide^spreading waters, and the Bless- 
ed Virgin sat in the prow, shedding a light around 
as of the moon in its brightness^ so that the rowers 
in the gathering darkness took heart and pulled 
anew.” 

This legend^ one sees, reflects from a far-off time 
the visitation of tho floods, which, even when they 
left human life untouched, were widely fatal to the 
helpless cattle, and swept as sudden death over aU 
smaller living things. But tho town knew worse 
troubles even than the floods — troubles of the civil 
wars, when it was a continual fighting-place, where 
first Furitans thanked God for the blood of the 
Loyalists, and then Loyalists thanked God for the 
blood of tho Puritans. Many honest citizens lost all 
their possessions for conscience’ sake in those times, 
and went forth beggared from their native town. 
Doubtless there are many houses standing now on 
which those honest citizens turned their backs in 
sorrow : quaint-gabled houses looking on the river, 
jammed between newer warehouses, and penetrated 
by surprising passages, which turn and turn at sharp 
angles till they lead you out on a muddy strand 
overflowed continually by the rushing tide. Eveiy- 
where the brick houses have a mellow look, and in 
Mrs Glegg's day there was no incongruous new- 
fashioned smartness, no plate-glass in shop windows, 
no fresh stucco-facing or other fallacious attempt to 
make fine old red St Ogg^s wear the air of a town 
that sprang up yesterday. The shop windows 
were small and unpretending ; for the farmers’ wives 
and daughters who came to do their shopping 
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on martet-days were not to be withdrawn from 
their regular, w'ell-known shops; and the trades- 
men had no wares intended for oustomors who 
would go on their way and be seen no more. Ah I 
even Mrs Glegg’s day seems far back in the past 
now, separated from us by changes that widen tho 
years. W ar and the rumour of war had then died 
out from the minds of nicn, and if tliey wore ever 
thought of by tho farmois in diab greatcoats, who 
shocik tho grain out of their sample - bags and 
buzzed over it in the full market-place, it was as a 
state of tilings that belonged to a past golden ago, 
when prices were high. Surely tho time was gone 
for ever when tho broad livei could bring up unwel- 
come ships : Russia was only tlio placo where the 
linseed came from — tho more tho belter — making 
giist for tlie great veitical miUstones with their 
scythe-like arms, roaring and grinding and carefully 
sweeping as if an informing soul wore in thorn. 
TliQ Catliolics, bad harvests, and tho mysterious 
fluctuations of trade, were tho three evils mankind 
had to foar : even the floods had not been groat of 
lato years. The mind of St Ogg’s did not look ex- 
tensively before or after. It inherited a long past 
without thinking of it, and had no eyes for the 
spirits that walk the streets. Since tho centuries 
when St Ogg with his boat and the Virgin Mother 
at the prow had been seen on the wide water, so 
many memories had been left behind, and had gra- 
dually vanished like the receding hill-tops ! And 
the present time was like the level plain where men 
lose their belief in volcanoes and earthquakes, think- 

VOL. I. M 
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ing to-morrow will be as jesterday, and the giant 
forces that used to shake the earth are for ever 
to sleep. The days wore gone when people could 
be greatly wrought upon by their faith, still less 
change it : the Catholics were formidable because 
they would lay hold of government -and property, 
and bum men alive ; not because any sane and 
honest parishioner of St Ogg’s could be brought to 
believe in the Pope. One aged person remembered 
how a rude multitude had been swayed when John 
Wesley preached in the cattle-market ; but for a 
long while it had not been expected of preachers 
that they should shake the souls of men. An occa- 
sional burst of fervour, in Dissenting pulpits, on the 
subject of infant baptism, was the only symptom of 
a zeal unsuited to sober times when men had done 
with change. Protestantism sat at ease, unmindful 
of schisms, careless of pioselytism : Dissent was an 
inheritance along with a superior pew and a business 
connection ; and Ghurohmanship only wondered con* 
temptuously at Dissent as a foolish habit that clung 
greatly to families in the grocery and ohandler- 
ing lines, though not incompatible with prosperous 
wholesale dealing. But with the Catholic Question 
had come a slight wind of controversy to break the 
calm : the elderly rector had become occasionally 
historical and argumentative, and Mr Spray, the In- 
dependent minister, had begun to preach political ser- 
mons, in which he distinguished with much subtlety 
between his fervent belief in the right of the Oatholios 
to the fianchise and his fervent belief in their eternal 
perdition. But most of Mr Spray’s hearers were in- 
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capable of followiug his subtleties, and many old- 
fashioned Dissenters wore much pained by his “ sid- 
ing with the Catholics ; ” while others thought ho had 
better let politics alone. Public spirit was not licld 
in high esteem at St Ogg's, and men who busied them- 
selves witli political questions were regarded with 
some suspicion as dangerous characters : they were 
usually persons who had little or no business of tlicir 
own to manage, or, if they had, were likely enough 
to become insolvent 

This was the general aspect of tilings at St Ogg’s 
in Mrs Glegg’s day, and at that paiticiilar peiiod in* 
her family history when she had liad her quarrel with 
Mr Tiillivcr. It was a time when ignoranco was 
much more comfortable than at present, and was re- 
ceived with all the honours in very good society, 
without being obliged to dross itself in an elaborato 
costume of knowledge ; a time when cheap peiiodi- 
cals were not, and when country surgeens never 
thought of asking their female patients if they w'cro 
fond of reading, but simply took it for granted that 
they prefoired gossip ; a time when ladies in ricli 
silk gowns wore large pockets, in which they carried 
a mntton-bone to secure them against cramp. Mrs 
Glegg earned such a bone, which she had iiilierited 
from her grandmother witli a brocaded gown that 
would stand up empty, Hko a suit of armour, and a 
silver-headed walking-stick j for the "Dodsop Jamily 
had been respectable for many generations. 

Mrs Glegg had both a front and a back parlour 
in her excellent house at St Ogg’s, so that she bad 
two points of view from winch she coul^ observe the 
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weaknesses of her fellow-beings, and reinforce her 
thankfulness for her own exceptional strength of mind. 
From her front windows she could look down the 
Tofton Road, leading out of St Ogg's, and note the 
growing tendency to “ gadding about " in tlie wives 
of men not retired from business, together with a 
practice of wearing woven cotton stockings, which 
opened a dre^ary prospect for the coming generation ; 
and from her back window's sho could look down the 
jdcasant gard(‘n and orchard which stretched to tlie 
liver, and o])sei vo the foll^' of Mr Glegg in spending 
his time aninng “ tlicm flow’ers and vegetables." For 
Mr Glegg, having retired fiom active business as a 
wool -stapler, for the purpose of enjoying himself 
through the rest of his life, had found this last occupa- 
tion so much more severe than his business, that he 
had been diiveii into amateur hard labour as a dissipa- 
tion, and habitually relaxed by doing the work of two 
ordinal y gardeners. The economising of a gardener’s 
W'ages might jierhaps have induced Mrs Glegg to 
wink at this folly, if it were possible for a healtliy 
female mind even to simulate respect for a husband’s 
hobby. But it is well known ^hat this conjugal com- 
placency belongs only to the weaker portion of tKo 
sox, who are scarcely alive to the responsibilities of 
a wife as a constituted check on her husband's plea- 
sures, wliich are hardly ever of a rational or QOm- 
inendiible kind. 

Mr Glegg on his side, too, had a double sodfoe 
of mental occupation, which gave every promise of 
being inexhaustible. On the one hand, he surprised 
himself by his discoveries in natural history, finding 
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tliai-hiB piece of garden-ground contained wonderful 
caterpillars, slugs, and insects, wliicli, so far as lie 
had heard, had never before attracted human ob- 
servation ; and he noticed remaikable coincidences 
between these zoological phenomena and ihe great 
events of that time, — os, for example, that before tlie 
burning of York Minster tliere had been niystoiious 
seipentine marks on the leaves of the rose-treev^, 
together witli an iinusunl prevalonco of slugs, whicli 
ho had been puzzled to know the in can mg of, until 
it flashed upon him until this mcdiincholy ctmflngra- 
tion. (Mr Glegg had an unusual amount of men- 
tal activity, which, when disengaged fiom the uool 
business, naturally made itsedf a pathway in other 
directions.) And his second subject of meditation 
was tho conti airiness ” of the female mind, as 
typically exhibited in ]\Iis Glegg. That a cicaturo 
made — in a genealogical sense — out of a man’s rib, 
and in this particular case maintiiincd in tho highest 
respectability without any trouble of her own, should 
be normally in a state of contradiction to the bland- 
est propositions and even to the most accommodating 
oonoessions, was a mystery in the scheme of things 
to which he had often in vain sought a duo in the 
early chapters of Genesis. Mr Glegg liad cliosen the 
eldest Miss Dodson as a handsome embodiment of 
female prudence and thrift, and being himself of a 
money-getting, money-keeping turn, had calculated 
on mnch conjugal harmony. But in that curious 
compound, the feminine character, it may easily 
happen that the flavour is unpleasant in spite of 
excellent mgmdients ; and a fine systematic stingi- 
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ness may be accompanied with a seasoning that quite 
spoils its relish. Now good Mr Glegg himself was 
stingy in the most amiable manner : his neighbours 
called him near,” which always means that the 
person in question is a lovable skinflint. If you 
expressed a preference for cheese qiaiings, Mr Glegg 
would remember to save them for you, with a good- 
natured delight in gratifying your palate, and ho 
was given to pet all animals which required no 
appreciable keep. There was no humbug or hy- 
l)ocrisy about .Mr Glegg : his eyes would have 
watered w’itli true feeling over the sale of a widow’s 
furniture, which a five-pound note from his side- 
pocket would have prevented ; but a donation of 
five pounds to a person “in a small way of life” would 
have seemed to him a mad kind of lavishness rather 
than “ charity,” which had always piesented itself 
to him as a contiibution of small aids, not a neutral- 
ising of misfoituiic. And Mr Glegg was just as 
fond of saving other people’s money as his own : ho 
would have ridden as far round to avoid a turnpike 
when his expenses were to be paid for him, as when 
tliey were to come out of his own pocket, and was 
quite zealous in tiying to induce indifierent ac- 
quaintances to adopt a cheap substitute for blanking. 
This inalienable habit of saving, as an end in itself, 
belonged to the industrious men of business of a 
former generation, who made their fortunes slowly, 
almost as the tracking of the fox belongs to the 
hairier — it constituted thqm a ‘‘race,” which is 
nearly lost in these days of rapid money-getting, when 
lavishness comes close on tlie back of want In old- 
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fashioned times, an “ independence” was hardly ever 
made without a little miserliness as a condition, and 
you would have found that quality in every provin- 
cial district, combined with characters as vaiious as 
the fruits from which w'e can extract acid. The true 
Harpagons weiG always marked and exceptional uba- 
raoters : not so the worthy taxpayers, who, having 
once pinched from real necessity, retained even in 
the midst of their conifoii;ablo rotiiemeut, with 
their wall-fruit and wine-bins, the habit of regard- 
ing life as an ingenious process of nibbling out one's 
livelihood witliout leaving any perceptible dclicit, 
and who would have been as immediately prompted 
to give up a newly-taxod luxniy when they had 
their clear five hundred a-year, as when they had 
only five hundred pounds of capital. Mr Glegg 
wets one of these men, found so impracticable by 
chancellors of the exchequer; and knowing tliis, 
you will bo the better able to understand why ho 
had not swerved from the conviction that he had 
made an eligible marriage, in spite of the too pun- 
gent seasoning that nature had given to the eldest 
Miss Dodson's virtues. A man with an affectionate 
disposition, who finds a wife to concur with his fun- 
damental idea of life, easily comes to persuade him- 
self that no other woman would have suited liim so 
well, and does a little daily snapping and quarrelling 
without any sense of alienation. Mr Glegg, being 
of a reflective turn, and no longer occupied with 
wool, had much wondering meditation on the peon- ^ 
liar oonstitution of the female mind as unfolded to ' 
him in his domestic life ; and yet he thought Mrs 
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Glegg's household ways a model for her sex: it 
struck him as a pitiable iiregularity in other women 
if they did nut roll up their tablo-naj)ldns with the 
same tightness and emphasis as Mrs Glcgg did, if 
their pastry had a less leathery consistence, and 
their damson cheese a less venerable hardness than 
hers : nay, oven llie peculiar combination of groceiy 
and drug-like odours in Mis Glegg’s piivato cup- 
board impiesscd him as tho only right thing in tlie 
way of cupboard smells. I am not sure that ho 
would not havo longed for the quari oiling again, if 
it had ceased for an entiro woc^k ; and it is certain 
that an acciuiesceiit mild wife would havo left his 
meditations comparatively jejune and bari'en of niys- 
tciy. 

Mr Glegg's unmistakable kiiid-hoartcdnesB was 
shown in this, that it pained him more to seoliis 
wife at vanaiieo with others — even with Dolly, tho 
servant — than to bo in a state of cavil with her him- 
self; and tlio quarrel between her and Mr Tulliver 
vexed him so much that it_ quite nullilied tho plea- 
sure ho \vould otherwise have had m the state of his 
eaily cabbages, as ho walked in his garden befoie 
breakfast the next morning. Still he went in to 
breakfast with some slight hope that, now Mrs Olegg 
had “ slept upon it,” her anger might Jie subdued 
enough to give way to her usually strong sense of 
family decorum. She had been used to boast that 
there had never been any of those deadly quarrels 
among the Dodsons which had disgraced other fami- 
lies ; that no Dodson had over been ** cut off with a 
shilling,” and no cousin of the Dodsons disowned ; 
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as, indeed, wliy should they ho ? for they had no 
cousins who had not money out at use, or some 
honscB of their own, at the very least. 

There was one cvening-cloud \Yhirh liad always 
disapj)caTcd fiom Mis Glegg*s brow when she sat at 
the hreakfast-tahle : it was her fuzzy front of curls ; 
for as she occupied lierself in household inatteis in 
the morning, it would have heonamero exlravaganco 
to put on anything so .supcrUuous to the making of 
leathery pastry as a fuzzy curled fiout. By Iialf- 
past ten decomm demanded the fiont : until tlicn 
Mrs Glegg could ooononiiso it, and society would 
never ho any the uis(*r. But tlicj ahsence of that 
cloud only left it more appaient that the cloud of 
severity rcMuaiued ; and Mr filcgg, peiceiving this, 
as ho sat down to his milk-porridge, which it was 
hitf old fnigal luihit to stem his nioniing hunger witli, 
prudently resolved to leave the first leiuark to IMrs 
Glegg, lest, to so delicate an article ns a lady’s tem- 
per, the slightest touch slionld do inipschiuf. People 
who seem to enjoy their ill-temper have a u ay of 
keeping it in fine condition hy inflicting privations 
on themselves. That was IMrs Glegg’s uay: she 
made her tea wcalcer than usual tliis morning, and 
declined butter. It was a liaid caso that a vigorous 
mood for quan-elliiig, so liighly capable of using any 
oppoiiunity, should not meet uilh a singlo remark 
from Mr Glegg on which to exercise itself. But by- 
Bud-by it appeared that his silence wouM answer 
the puipose, for he heard himself apostrophised at 
last in that tone peculiar to the wife of one's bosom. 

“ Well, Mr Glegg 1 it’s a poor .return I get for 
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making you tlio wife I've made you all these years. 
If this is the way I’m to ho treated, Td better ha’ 
known it before my poor father died, and tlicn, when 
I’d wanted a home, I should ha’ gone elsewhere — as 
the choice was offered mo ” 

Mr Glogg paused from his porridge and looked 
up — not with any now amazement, but simply with 
that quiet, habitual wonder with which we regard 
constant mystorios. 

“ Why, Mrs G., what have I done now ? ” 

“ Done now, Mr Glegg ? done now f ... . I’m 
sori-y for you/' 

Not seeing his way to any pertinent answer, Mr 
Glegg reverted to his porridge. 

“ There’s husbands in the world,” continued Mrs 
Glegg, after a pause, “ as ’ud have known how to do 
something ditterent to siding with everybody ©Iso 
against their own wives. Perhaps I’m wrong, and 
you can teach mo better — but I've allays heard as 
it’s the husband’s place to stand by the wife, instead 
o’ rijoicing and tiiumphing when folks insult her.” 

*‘Now, what call have you to say that?” said 
Mr Glegg, rather warmly, for though a kind man, 
he was not as meek as Moses. When did I re- 
joice or tiiumph over you? ” 

There's ways o’ doing things worse than speak- 
ing out plain, Mr Glegg. I’d sooner you’d tell me 
to my face as you make light of mo, than tiy to 
make out as everybody’s in the right but me, and 
come to your breakfast in the morning, as I’ve hardly 
slept an hour this night, and sulk at me as if I was 
the dirt under yQur feet.” 
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“ Sulk at you ? ” said Mr Glegg, in a tone of angiy 
facetiouHnesB. “ You’ie liko a tipsy man os thinks 
everybody’s had too much but himself.” 

“ Don’t lower yourself with using coarse language 
to 7/iCf Mr Glegg I It makes you look very sqiall, 
though you can’t see yourself|” said Mrs Glegg, in a 
tone of enoigotic compassion. “A man in your place 
should set an example, and talk moie sensible.” , 

“ Yes ; but will you listen to sense ? ’* retorted 
Mr Glegg, sharply. The best sense I can talk to 
3*ou is what I said last night — as you’re i’ the wrong 
to think o’ calling in your money, w'hen it’s safe 
enough if you’d let it alone, all bucaiiso of a hit of a 
tiff, and I was in hopes you’d ha’ altered your mind 
tliis morning. But if you'd like to call it in, don’t 
do it in a hurry now, and breed mot o enmity in the 
family — ^but wait till there’s a pretty moitgago to be 
had witliout any tiouble. You’d have to set the 
lawyer to woik now to find an investment, and mako 
no end o' expense ” 

Mrs Glegg felt there was really something in this, 
but she tossed bci bead and emitted a guttural in- 
texjection to indioato that her silenco was only an 
armisticOj not a peace. And, in fact, hostilities soon 
broke out again. 

“ m thank you for my cup o’ tea, now, Mrs G.,” 
said Mr Glegg, seeing tliat she did not proceed to 
give it him as usual, when he had finished his por- 
ridge. She lifted tlie teapot witli a slight toss of 
the head, and said, 

“Tm glad to hear you’ll tAank me, Mr Glegg. 
It’s little thanks / get for what I do for folks i* this 
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worlil. Though there’s uever a woman o’ your side 
i’ the family, Mr Glogg, as is fit to stand up with 
mo, and I’d say it if I was on my dying bod. Not 
but what IVo allays conducted i/iyself civil to your 
kin„ and there isn’t ono of ’em can say the contraiy, 
though my cqnils tlio}' aion’t, and nobody shall make 
mo say it ” 

“ You’d better leave finding fault wi* my kin till 
you’ve left off quai rolling with yom* own, Mrs G.,” 
said Mr Glegg, with angry sarcasm. “ 1*11 trouble 
you foi the niilk-jng.” 

That’s as falso a w*nrd as ever you spoko, Mr 
Glogg,” said the lady, pouring out the milk with un- 
usual profuseness, as much as to say, if he wanted 
milk, he should have it witli a vengeance. And 
you know it’s falso. I’m not the woman to quarrel 
with jny own kin : you may, for I’ve known you 
do it.” 

** Why, what did you call it yesterday, thun, leav- 
ing your sisters house in a tantrum ? ” 

“ I’d no quarrel wi’ my sister, Mr Glogg, and it’s 
false to say it. Mr Tul liver s none o’ my blood, and 
it was him quarrelled with me, and drove mo out o’ 
the house. But perhaps you’d have had me stay and 
bo swore al, Mr Glegg; perhaps you was vexed not to 
hear more abuse and foul language poured out upo’ 
your owu wife. But, let me toll you, it’s your dis- 
grace.” 

Did ever anybody hero the like i' this parish ?” 
said Mr Glegg, getting hot. “ A woman, with 
everything provided for her, and allowed to keep 
her owu money the same as if it was settled on her^ 
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and with a gig new stuffed and lined at no end o’ ex- 
pense, and provided for when I die beyond anything 
she could expect .... to go on i* this way, biting 
and snapping like a mad dog 1 It’s beyond every- 
thing as God A’mighty should lia’ made women so.” 
(Those last words were uttcicd in a tone of sorrowful 
agitation. ]\Ir Glcgg pushed his tea from him, and 
tapped tlio table 'with both liis hands.) 

“ Well, Mr Glegg 1 if those arc your feelings, it’s 
best they should bo known,” said Mrs Glcgg, taking 
off lier na^ikin, and folding it in an excited manner. 
“But if you talk o’ my being proMded for beyond 
what I cotfld expect, I beg h*avo to tell you as I’d a 
right to expect a many things as 1 don't find. And 
as to iny being like a mad dog, it’s well if you’io 
not ciied sliamo on by the county for your treat- 
meht of me, for it’s wliat 1 can t bear, and 1 won’t 
bear” .... 

ITcto Mis Glegg’s voice intimated that sho was 
going to cry, and, breaking off fioni speech, she rang 
the bell violently. 

“Sally,” she said, lising fiom lier chair, and 
speaking in rather a choked voice, “ light a fire u])- 
staiis, and put the blinds down. Mr Cilegg, you’ll 
please to order what you’d like for dinner. I shall 
have grael.” 

Mrs Glogg walked across tho room to Iho small 
book-case, and took dowTi Baxtei’s “ Saints’ Ever- 
lasting Best,” which she caiiied with her up-Btairs. 
It was the book she was accustomed to lay open 
before her on special occasions: on wet Sunday 
mornings, or when she heard of a death in the 
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family, or whoa, as iu this case, her quarrel with 
Mr Glegg had been sot an octavo higher than usual. 

But Mrs Olcgg carried something else up-slaiis 
with her, which, together with die “Saints* Rost” 
and the gniel, may have had some influence in 
gradually calming her feelings, and making it pos- 
sible for her to endure existence on the ground- 
floor shoi tly before tea-time. This was, partly, Mr 
Qlegg’s suggestion, that she would do well to let 
her five hundred lie still until a good investment 
turned up ; and, further, his paronthetio hint at liis 
handsome piovisioii for her in case of his death. 
Mr Glogg, like all men of his stamp, was oxtroinely 
reticent about his will; and Mrs Glogg, in her 
gloomier moments, had forebodings that, like other 
husbands of whom she had hoard, ho might cherish 
tlio moan project of heightening her grief at his 
death by leaving her poorly off, in which case sho 
was flrmly resolved tliat sho would have scarcely 
any weeper on lier bonnet, and would cry no more 
than if lie had been a second liusband. But if ho 
had really shown her any testament ary tenderness, 
it would bo aflcctiiig to think of him, poor man, 
when he was gone ; and even his foolish fuss about 
the flowers and gardoa-stufT, and his insistance on 
the subject of snails, would be touching when it was 
once faiily at an end. To suiTivo Mr Glegg, and 
talk culogistically of him as a man who might have 
his weaknesses, but who bad done the right thing 
by her, notwithstanding his numerous poor rela- 
tions — to have sums of interest coming in more fre- 
quently, and secrete it in various comers, baffling to 
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the most ingenious of thieves (for, to Mrs Olegg’s 
mind, banks and strong-boxes would have nullified 
the pleasure of propeity — she unglit as well have 
taken her food in capsules) — finally, to be looked up 
to by her own family and the neighbourhood, so as 
no woman can ever hope to bo who has not the 
prsetorite and piesent dignity comprised in being a 
“ widow well left,” — all this made a flattering and 
conciliatory view of the future. So tliat when good 
Mr Glegg, restored to good-humour by much hoeing, 
and moved by the sight of his wife's empty chair, 
with her knitting rolled up in the comer, went up- 
stairs to her, and observed that the bell had been 
tolling for poor Mr Morton, Mrs Gli'gg answered 
magnanimously, quite as if she had been «n un- 
injured woman, “ Ah I then, there'll be a good busi- 
ness for somebody to take to." 

Baxter had been open at least eight hours by this 
time, for it was nearly five o’clock ; and if people are 
to quarrel often, it follows as a coiollary that their 
quarrels cannot be protracted beyond certain limits. 

Mr and Mrs Glegg talked quite amicably about 
the Tullivers that evening. Mr Glegg went the 
length of admitting that Tullivcr was a sad man for 
getting into hot water, and was like enough to run 
through his property ; and Mrs Glegg, meeting this 
acknowledgment half-way, declared that it was be- 
neath her to take notice of such a man’s conduct, 
and that, for her sister’s sake, she would let him 
keep the five hundred a while longer, for when she 
put it out on a mortgage she should only get four 
per cent. 



CHAPTER XITL 


m TULLIVKU FURTHER ENTANGLES THE 
SKEIN OF LIFE. 

Owing to this now adjustment of Mrs Qlegg's 
thoughts, Mrs Pullet found her task of mediation 
the ne^t day surprisingly easy. Mrs Glogg, indeed, 
checked her rather sharply for thinking it would be 
necessary to tell her older sister what was the right 
mode of behaviour in family matters. Mrs Pullet’s 
argument, that it would look ill in the neighbour- 
hood if people should have it in their power to say 
that there was a quarrel in the family, was particu- 
larly offensive. If the family name never suffered 
except through Mrs Glogg, Mrs Pullet might lay her 
head on her pillow in pcifect confidence. 

‘‘It^s not to bo expected, I suppose," observed 
Mis Glegg, by way of winding up the subject, "as 
I shall go to the mill again before Bessy comes to 
see me, or as I shall go and fall down o' my knees 
to Mr Tnlliver, and ask bis pardon for showing him 
favours ; but I shall bear no malice, and when lb 
TuUiver speaks cinl to mo, I'll speak' civil to him. 
Nobody has any call to teU me what's becomizig " ' 
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Fiitflbg-iHUmeoeBaaiy to plead^IXttha IHillhon^ 
H wtM natoxal tiiat |i.tmt Pullet should relax a little 
iu her anxiety fw them, and recur to the annoja&ce 
she had Buffered yesterday from the offspring o£ 
that apparently ill-lhted housdl Mrs Olegg hes^ a 
eiroumstantial narratiyei to 'which Mr Fullet^s re- 
markable memory furnished some items ; and 'while 
aunt Pullet pitied poor Bessy’s bad-luck with her 
children, and expressed a half-formed project of 
* paying foi lUEaggie’s being sent to a distant board- 
ing-school, which would not prevent her being so 
brown, but might tend to subdue some other vioes 
in her, aunt Glegg blamed Bessy for her weakness, 
and appealed to all witnesses who should be living 
when the TulUver children had turned out ill, that 
she, Mrs Olegg, had always daid how it would be 
from the very first, observing that it was wonderful 
to herself how all her words came true. 

^Then I may call and tell Bessy you’ll bear no 
IpaHce, and everything be as it was befote?” Mrs 
ihdiet said, just l^fore parting. 

^Yes^you may, Sophy,” said Mis Olegg; “you 
may tell Hr Tulliver and Bessy too, as I’m not going 
to behave ill because folks behave ill to mo ; 1 know 
it*s my place, as the eldest, to set an example in 
evety req^ct, and (do it. Nobody can say different 
ef ai^ jf ifaejr’Jl keep to the truth.” 

Mrs Olegg being in this stite of satisfaction in 
liec own lofty magnanimUy, 1 leave you to judg^ 
whaljAct was produced on her by the reoeptSoc^tC 
letter from Mr Tulliver, that very evqtifaigi 
viSMn departure, informing her that Aa 
‘too. a 
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needn’t trouble 'lier mind about her five hundred 
pounds, for it should be paid .back to her in the 
course pf the next month at farthest, together with 
the interest due thereon until the time of payment 
And furthermore, that Mr TuUiver had no wish to 
behave uncivilly to Mrs Glegg, and she was welcome 
to his house whenever she liked to come, bttt he 
desired no &voura from her, either for himself or his 
children 

It was poor Mrs Tulliver who had hastened this' 
catastrophe, entirelyithrough that irrepressible hope* 
fulness of hers which led her to oxpeot that similar 
causes may at any time piodupe different resulbL 
It had very often occurred in her experience that 
Mr Tulliver had done something because other 
people had said he *was not able to do it, or bad 
pitied him for his supposed inability, or in -any 
other way piqued his pride ; still, she thought to- 
day, if she told him when he came in to tea that 
sister Pullet was gone to try and make ^everything 
up with sister Glegg, so that he needn’t think id)Out 
paying in the money, it would give a cheerful effect 
to the meid. Mr Tulliver had never slackened in 
his resolve to raise the money, but now he at onpe 
determined to write a letter to Mrs Glegg whidit 
should out off all possibility of zq^stake. Mrs ]l^iiUe!t 
gone to beg and pray for Atm, indeed 1 Mr Teltivet 
did not willingly write a letter) and found the 
lation between spoken and written language, briefly 
kuown as spelliog, one of the most pn ^ling things 
In this puszling world. NevertbeleiE^ lifct ^ fisrvid . 
writing, the task was done in less time .then usual,, 
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and if the q[>dlin^ diffeted iroin Olsgg'e— whyi 

she belonged^ like himself, to a generatioa with 
whom spelling was a matter of private judgment 

Hrs Glegg4id not alter her will in oonsequenoe 
of this letter, and out off the Tulliver -children from 
their sixth and seventh share in her thousand 
pounds ; for she had her principles. No one must 
be able to say of her when she was dead that shO 
had not divided her money with perfect fairness 
among her own kin : in the matter of wills, personal 
qualities' were subordinate to the great fi|pdamental 
fact of blood ; and to bo determined in the distribu- 
tion of your property by caprice, and not make your 
legacies bear a direct ratio to degrees of kinship, was 
a prospective disgrace that would have embittered 
her life. This had always been a principle in the 
Dodson family; it was one form of that sense of 
honour and rectitude which was a proud tradition 
in such families — a tradition which has been the 
salt of our provincial society. 

But though the letter could not shake Mrs Glegg’s 
principles, it made the family breach much more 
difficult to mend ; and as to the effect it produced on 
Mrs Glegg’s opinion of Mr Tulliver — she begged to 
,be understood from that time forth that she had 
nothing whatever to say about him: his state of 
mmdi apparently, was too corrupt for her to contem- 
plate it for a moment It was not until the evening 
before Tom went to school, at the beginning of 
Augusty that lira Glegg paid a visit to her slater 
Tulliver sitting in her gig all the while, sndiibowing 
her displeasure by markedly abstaining from oU ad^ 
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vice and oritioism, for, as she observed to her sister 
Deane, “Bessy must bear the consequence o’ having 
such a husband, though I’m sorry for her,” and Mrs 
Deane agreed that Bessy was pitiabld! 

That evening Tom observed to Maggie, “ 0 my I 
Maggie, aunt Glogg’s beginning to come again ; I’m 
glad I'm going to school. Toull catch it all now I” 
Maggie was already so full of sorrow at the thought 
of Tom’s going away from her, that this playful ex- 
ultation of his seemed very unkind, and she ciied 
herself to ^cep that dight. • 

Mr Tulliver's prompt procedure entailed on him 
further luomptitude in finding the convenient person 
who was desirous of lending five bundled pounds on 
bond. “ It must bo no client of Wakem’s,” he said 
to himself ; and yet at the end of a fortnight it turned 
out to tlie contrary ; not because Mr Tulliver's will 
was feeble, but because external fact was stronger. 
Wakem’s chent was the bnly convenient person to be 
found. Mr TuUiver had a destiny as well as GSdipus^ 
and in this case he might plead, like (Edipus, that 
his deed was inflicted on him rather than committed 
by him. 
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SCHOOL-TIME 




CHAPTER L 


tom’s “first half.” 

Tom Tolliver’s sufibrings during the first quarter 
he was at King’s Lorton, und^r the dibtinguished 
care of the Rev. Walter Stelling, vreie rather severe. 
At Mr Jacobs’ academy, life had not presented itself 
to him as a difficult problem : there wore plenty of 
fellows to play with, and Tom being good at all 
active games — ^fighting especially — had that pre- 
cedence among them which appeared to him inse- 
parable from the personality of Tom Tulliver. Mr 
Jacobs himself^ familiarly known as Old Goggles, 
from his habit of wearing speotaoles, imposed no 
painful awe ; and if it was the property of snuffy 
old hypocrites like him to write like copperplate and 
aUROund their signatures with arabesques, to spell 
without forethought, and to spout “My name is 
Morval” without bungling, Tom, for his part^ was 
rather ^ad he was not in danger of those mean 
accomplishments. He was not going to be a snuify 
S(^oolmBster^he;^but a substantial man, like his 
fiither, who used to go hunting when he was younger, 
and rode a capital lilack mare — as pretty a bit of 
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horse-flesh as ever you saw : Tom had heard what 
her points were a hundred times. He meant to go 
hunting too, and to be generally respected. When 
people were grown up, he considered, nobody in- 
quired about their writing and spelling: when he 
was a mail, ho should be master of everything and 
do just as ho liked. It bad been very diffloidt for 
him to reconcile himself to the idea that his school- 
time was to be ptolonged, and that he was not to 
be brought up to his fathei's business, which he had 
id ways thought extremely pleasant, for it was nothing 
but riding about, giving orders, and going to market; 
and he thought that a clergyman would give him a 
great many Scripture lessons, and probably make 
him learn the Gospel and Epistle on a Sunday as 
well as the Collect. But in the absence of specific 
information, it was impossible for him to imagine 
that school and a schoolmaster would be something 
entirely different from the academy of Mr Jacobs. 
So, not to bo at a deficiency, in case of Ids finding; 
genial companions, he had token care to cany with 
him a small box of percussion-caps ; not that there 
was anything particular to be dune with them, but 
they would servo to impress strange boys with a 
sense of his familiarity with guns. Thus poor Tom, 
though he saw very clearly through Maggie’s illu- 
sions, was not without illusions of his own, which 
were to be cruelly dissipated by his enlarged ex- 
perience at King’s Lorton. * « 

He had not been there a fortnight before it WM 
evident to him that life, complicated not only with 
^he Latin grammar but with a new standard of Eng- 
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lish pronunoiatioxif was a very difficult bueinesBi mad^ 
all the more obscure by a thick mist of bashfulness. 
ToiD| as you have observed, was never an ezceptkm 
among boys for ease of address ; but the difficulty of 
enunciating a monosyllable in reply to Mr or Mrs 
Stelliqg was so great, t^at he oven dreaded to be 
asked at table whether he would have ipore pudding.' 
As to the percussion-caps, he had almost resolved, 
in the bitterness of his heart, that he would throw 
them into a neighbouring pond; for not only was he 
the solitary pupil, but ho began even to have a cer- 
tain scepticism about guns, and a gonoral sense that 
his theory of life was undermined. For Mr Stelling 
thought nothing of guns, or horses either, appar- 
ently ; and yet it was impossible for Tom to despise 
Mr Stelling as he had despised Old Goggles. If 
thdre were anything that was not thoroughly genu- 
ine about Mr Stelling, it lay quite beyond Tom’s 
power to detect it : i^ is only by a wide comparison 
of facts that the wisest full-giown man can distin- 
guish well-rolled barrels from more supernal thunder. 

Mr Stelling was a well-sized, broad-chested man, 

, not yet thirty, with flaxen hair standing erect, and 
large lightish-grey eyes, which were edways very 
wide open ; he had a sonorous bass voice, and an air 
of defiant self-confidenco inclining to brazenness. 
He had entered on his career with great vigour, and 
intended to make a considerable impression on his 
fellow-men. The Belf. Walter Stelling was not a 
man who would xemain among the ‘‘inferior clergy” 
all hip life. He had a true British determination to 
push his way in the world. As a sohoolmaster, in 
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the first place ; for there were capital masterships of 
grammar-schools to be had, and Mr Stelling meant 
to have one of them, Bnt as a preacher also, for he 
meant^ways to preach in a striking manner, so as 
to have his congregation swelled by admirers from 
neighbouring parishes, and to produce a great sen- 
sation whenever he took occasional duty for a brother 
clergyman of minor gifts. The style of preaching 
he' had chosen was the extemporaneous, whiiph was 
held little short of the miraculous in rural parishes 
like King’s Lorton. Some passages of Massillon and 
Bourdaloue, which he know by heart, were really 
very effective when rolled out in Mr Stelling’s 
deepest tones ; but as comparatively feeble appeals 
of his own were delivered in the same loud and im- 
pressive maimer, they weie often thought quite as 
striking by his hearers. Mr Stelling’s doctrine was 
of no particular school ; if anything, it had a tinge 
of evangelicalism, for that was ‘Hhe telling thing” 
just -then in the diocese to which Eing^s Lorton be- 
* longed. In short, Mr Stelling was a man who meant 
to rise in his profession; and to rise by merit, clearly, 
since he had no interest beyond what might be pro- 
mised by a problematic relationship to a great law- 
yer who had not yet become Lord Chancellor. A 
clergyman who has such vigorous intentions natur- 
ally gets a little into debt at starting; it is not to 
be expected that he Will live in the meagre style of 
a man who means to bq a po <^ curate all his life, and 
if the few hundreds Mr Timpson advanced towards 
his daughter’s fortune did not suffice for the pur- 
ufaase of handsome fpmiture, together with a stoA 
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of wine, a grand piano, and tlie laying^ont of a 
anperior flower-garden, it followed in ^e moat rigor- 
ona manner, either that theae things must 1)6 pro- 
* oared by aome other means, or else that the Bev. 
Mr Staling must go without tliem — which last alter- 
native would be an absurd procrastination of tlie 
froita of Bucoess, where auccesa was certain. Mr 
Stelling was so broad-chested and resolute that he 
felt eq\ial to anything ; he would become celebrated 
by shaking the consciences of his hearers, and he 
would by-and-by edit a Greek play, and invent 
several new readings. Ho had not yet selected the 
play, for having been mairied little more than two 
years, his leisure time had been much occupied with 
attentions to Mrs Stelling ; but he had told that fine 
woman what he meant to do some day, and she felt 
great confidence in her husband, as a man who un- 
derstood everything of that sort. ^ 

But the immediate step to future success was to 
bring on Tom Tulliver during this first half-year ; 
for, by a aingular coincidence, theie had been some' 
negotiation concerning another pupil from the same 
neighbourhood, and it might further a decision in 
Mr Stelling's favour, if it were understood that 
young Tulliver, who, Mr Stelling observed in con- 
jugid privacy, was rather a rough cub, had made 
prodigious progress in a short time. It was on this 
ground that he was severe with Tom about his les- 
sons: he was olearly at)oy whose powers would never 
be devebped through the medbim of the Latin gramr 
mar, without the application of some stemnessl Not 
that Mr Stelling was a harsh-tempered or unkind 
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man— quite the contrary : he iiv;a8 jocose irith Tom 
at table, and corrected his provincialisms and his 
deportment in tlie most playful manner; J^ut poor 
Tom was only the more cowed and confused by this 
double novelty, for lie had never been used to jokes 
at all like Mr Stelliug's ; and for the first time in his 
life he had a painful sense that he was all wrong 
somehow. When Mr Stelling said, as the roast- 
beef was being uncovered, “Now, Tulliver! which 
would you rather decline, roast-heef or the Latin for 
it ? ” — Tom, to w'hom in his coolest moments a pun 
would have been a hard nut, was thrown into a state 
of embarrassed alarm that made everything dim to 
him except the feeling that he would rather not have 
anything to do with Latin : of course he answered, 
“Roast-beef,” whereupon there followed muchlaugh- 
ter and some practical joking with the plates, from 
which Tom gathered that he had in some mysterious 
way refiiscd beef, and, in fact, made himself appear 
“ a silly.” If he could have seen a fellow-pupil nn- 
«deigo these painful operations and survive them- in 
good spirits, he might sooner have taken them as a 
matter of course. But there are two expensive forms 
of education, either of which a parent may procure for 
his son by sending him as solitary pupil to a olergy=- 
man": one is, the enjoyment of the reverend gentle* 
man’s undivided neglect; the otlier is, the endurance 
of the reverend gentleman’s undivided attention. It 
was the latter piivilege for which Mr Tulliver paid 
a high price in Ton/s initiatory months air Khig^s 
Lorton. 

That respectable miller and maltster had left Tom 
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behind, and driven homevrard in a state of great 
mental satisfaction. He considered that it was a 
happy moment for him when he had thought of ask- 
ing Bilcy's advice about a tutor for Tom. Mr Stell- 
ing's eyes were so wide open, and he talked in such 
an off-hand, matter-of-fact way— ; answering every 
difficult slow remark of Mr Tulliveris With, I see, 
my good sir, 1 see ; ” To be sure, to be sure ; ’* 
“Yon want your son to be a man who will make 
his way in the world,” — ^that Mr Tullivor was de- 
lighted to find in him a clergyman whose knowledge 
was BO applicable to the everyday affairs of this life. 
Except Counsellor Wylde, whom he had hoard at 
the last sessions, Mr TuUiver thought the Bov. Mr 
Stelling was the shrewdest fellow he had ever met 
with — ^not unlike Wylde, in fact : he had the same 
way of sticking his thumbs in tho armholes of his 
waistcoat. Mr TuUiver was not by any means an 
exception in mistaking brazenness for shro^^dness : 
most laymen thought Stelling s^irewd, and a man of 
remarkable powers generally : it was chiefly by .his * 
clerical brethren that he was considered rather a dull 
fellow. But he told Mr TuUiver several stories about 
“swing” and incendiarism, and asked his advice 
about feeding pigs in so thoroughly secular and 
judioiouB a manner, with so much polished glibness 
of tongue, that the miUer thought, here was the very 
^ng he wanted for Tom. He had no doubt this 
firstriate man was acquainted with eveiy branch of 
and knew exactly %hat Tom must learn 
infcrder to become a match for the lawyeT8<**-whioh 
poor Mr TuUiver himself did not know, and so wi^a 
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necessarily thrown for self-direotion on this wide 
kind of inference. It is hardly fair to laugh at him, 
for I haye known much more highly-instructed per- 
sons than he make inferenoes»quite as wide, and not 
at all wiser. 

As for Mrs Tulliver — ^finding that Mrs Stelling’s 
views as to* the airing of linen and the frequent 
recurrence of hunger in a growing boy, entirely 
coincided with her own ; moreover, that Mrs Stall- 
ing, though so young a woman, and only anticipat- 
ing her second confinement, had gone through very 
nearly the same experience as herself with regard 
to the behaviour and fundamental character of the 
monthly nurse — she expressed great contentment to 
her husband, when they drove away, at leaving Tom 
with a woman who, in spite of her youth, seemed 
quite sensible and motherly, and asked advice as 
prettily as could be. 

“ They must be very well off, though,” said Mrs 
Tulliver, ‘^for everything’s as nice as can be all over 
the house, and that watered-silk she had on cost a 
pretty penny. Sister PuUot has got one like it.” 

“ Ah,” said Mr Tulliver, ** he’s got some income 
besides the curacy, 1 reckon. Perhaps her father 
allows ’em something. There’s Tom ’ull be anothar 
hundred to him, and not much trouble either, by hie 
own account : he says teaching comes natural to 
him. That’s wonderful, now,” added Mr Tulliver, 
turning his head on one side, and giving his hor^e 
a meditative tickling on the flank. 

' Perhaps it was because teaching came natinany 
''io Mr Stelling, that he set about it with that uni- 
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formitj of method and independence of oiroum- 
Btanoes, which distinguish the actions of animals 
understood to be under the immediate teaching of 
nature. Mr Brodeijji’B amiable beaver, as that 
charming naturalist tells us, busied himself as ear- 
nestly in constructing a dam, in a room up three 
pair of stairs in London, as if he had been laying 
his foundation in a stream or lake in Upper Canada. 
It was Binny's funbtion to build : the absence of 
water or of possible progeny was an accident for 
which he was not accountable. With the same un- 
erring instinct Mr Stelling set to work at his natural 
method of instilling the Eton Oranimar and Euclid 
into the mind of Tom Tulliver. This, he considered, 
was the only basis of solid instruction: all other 
means of education wore mere oharlabinism, and 
ooukL produce nothing better than smatterers. Fixed 
on this firm basis, a man might observe the display 
of various or special knowledge made by irregularly 
educated people with a pitying smile : all that sort 
of thing was very well, but it was impossible those 
people could form sound opinions. In holding this 
conviction Mr Stelling was not biassed, as some 
tutors have been, by^ho excessive accuracy or ex- 
tent of his own scholarship; and as to his views 
about Euclid, no opinion could have been freer from 
personal partiality. Mr Stelling was very far from 
being led astray by enthusiasm, either religious or 
intelleotual ; on the other hand, he had no secret 
belief that everything was humbug. He thought 
xejigion was a very excellent thing, and Aristotle a 
authority, and deaneries and prebends useful 
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institationsy and Great Britaie the proTideniial' balx 
wark of Protestantifim, and £Eiith in the nneeeo a 
great support to afflicted minds : he believed in all 
these things, as a Swiss hotejj^keeper bhlieves in the 
beauty of the sceneiy around him| and in the plea- 
sure it gives to artistio visitors. And in the same 
way Mr Stalling believed in his method of education; 
he had no doubt that he w^ doing the very best 
thing for Mr Tulliver's boy." Of oourse, when the 
miller talked of mapping and “ summing ” in a 
vague and diffident manner, Mr Stelling had set his 
mind at rest by an assurance that he understood 
what was wanted ; for how was it possible the 'good 
man could form any reasonable judgment about the 
matter ? Mr Stelling’s duty was to teaoh the lad in 
the only right way-^-indeed, he knew no other : he 
had not wasted his time in the acquirement of any- 
thing abnormal. 

. He very soon set down poor Tom as a thoroughly 
stupid lad ; for though by hard labour he oonld get 
particular declensions into his brain, anything so ab- 
stract as the relation between cases and terminations 
could by no means get such a lodgment there as to 
enable; him to recognise a chance genitive or dative. 
This stiiick Mr Stelling as something more than 
natural stupidity : he suspected obstinacy, or at 
rate, indifference ; and lectured Tom severely jn^hft 
w'ant of thorough application. You feel no inteielt' 
in what you're doing, sir,” Mr Stelling would fa^i; 
and the reproach was painfully true. Tom had 
found any difficulty in discerning a pointer 
1^, when once he had been t^ the dfetinotlUS^f 
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a»d. lito pmqitiyo powers were tot et ell deficient 
I fisnoy they were quite as eirong is those of the Rev, 
Mr Btellingf ; for Tom could predict with aocureogr 
what number of horses erere cantering behind him, )m 
could throw a stone right into the ceptre of a given 
ripple, he could guess to a fraction how maqy lengths 
of his stick it would take to reach across the play- 
ground, and could d^yr almost perfect squares on* 
bis slate without an^^ieasurement. But Mr Stell- 
ing took no note of these things : he only observed 
that Tom's faculties failed him before the abstrac- 
tions hideously symbolised to him in the pages of 
the Eton Grammar, and that he was in a state bor- 
dering on idiocy with regard to the demonstration 
that two 'given triangles must be equal-^though he 
oOuld disoem with great promptitude and certainly 
the fact that they were equal. Whence Mr Stelling 
concluded that Tom’s brain being peculiarly imper- 
vious to etymology and demonstrations, was pecu- 
liarly in need of being ploughed and harrowed by 
these patent implements : it was Lis favouiite meta- 
phor, that the olassics and geometry constituted that 
edture of the mind which prepaiud it for the recep- 
tion of any subsequent crop. I say nothing against 
Mr Stelling's theory : if we are to Lave one regimen 
for' all minds, his seems to me as good as any other. 

I only know it turned out as uncomfortably for Tom 
TuHiver as if he had been plied with cheese in order 
to reme4y a gastiio wcf^ness which prevented biin 
flrciir digesting it. It is astonishing what a diftoiail..^ 
one gets by> changing the tneiaphor! 

OiS'lte biaiii an intelieotual stomaoht and cne’w^il^ 
.VDb. 1. 
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geniouB conception of the classicB and geometry ae 
ploughB and harrowB BeemB to Betfle nothing. But 
then it Ib open to Bome one else to follow great au- 
thorities, and call the mind a sheet of white paper 
or a mirror, in which case one’s knowledge of the 
digestive 4)roceBS becomes quite irrelevant Itvras 
doubtless an ingenious idea to call the camel the 
ship of the desert, but it wo^ hardly lead one far 
in training that useful beast, u Aristotle I if you had 
hod the advantage of being ‘‘the freshest modem" 
instead of the greatest ancient, would you not have 
mingled your praise of metaphorical speech, he a sign 
of high intelligence, with a lamentation that intelH- 
gence so rarely shows itself in speech without meta- 
phor, — that we -can so seldom declare what a thing 
is, except by saying it is something else ^ 

Tom TuUiver, being abundant in no form of speech, 
did not use any metaphor to declare his views as to 
the nature of Latin ; he never called it an instm- 
ment of torture ; and it was not until he had got on 
some way in the next half-year, and in the Deleotus, 
tliat he was advanced enough to call it a ‘‘bore*’ 
and ‘‘beastly stuff." At present, in relation to this 
demand that he should learn Latin declensions at^ 
conjugations^ Tom was in a state of as blank sm* 
imaginativeness concerning the cause and teqdanoy 
of his sufferings, as if he had been^an iimooent 
shrewmouse imprisoned in the split trunk of an ash 
tree in order to cure lameness in cattle. It is douM^ * 
less almost incredible to instructed minds of the |»re- 
. sent day that a boy of twelve, not belonging strictly . 
to “the masses," who are now understood to have 
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the monopoly of mental darkness, should have had 
no distinct idea how there came to be such a thing 
as Latin on this earth; yet so it was with' Tom. It 
would have taken a long while to make conceivable 
to him <hat there ever existed a people who bought 
and sold sheep and oxen, and transacted 4he every- 
day aSkirs of life, through the medium of tliis lan- 
guage, and still long^to make him understand why 
he should be called upon to learn it, when its con- 
nection with those affairs liad become entirely latent. 
So far as Tom had gained any acquaintance with 
the Bomans at Mr Jacobs’ academy, his knowledge 
was strictly correct, but it went no farther than the 
fact that they were *‘in tlxe New Testament;” and 
Mr Stelling was not the man to enfeeble and emas- 
culate his pupil’s mind by simplifying and explain- 
ing,* or to reduce the tonic ‘effect of etyAology by 
mixing it with smattering, extraneous information, 
such as is given to girls. 

Tet, strange to say, undor this vigorous treatment 
Tom became more like a girl than he had ever been 
in his life before, lie had a large share of pride, 
which had hitherto found itself very comfortable 
in the world, despising old Goggles, and reposing 
in .jthe sense of unquestioned rights ; btit now this 
Stole pride met with nothing but bruises and 
crushings. Tom was too clear-sighted not to be 
aware that Mr Stelling’s standard of things was 
quite different,' was certainly something higher in 
the eyes of the worl<]|, than that of the people he 
had been living amongst, and that, brought in oba- 
taot with it, he, Tom Talliver, appeared uncouth and 
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stupid : he was by no means indifferent to this, and 
his pride got into an uneasy condition which quite 
nullified his boyish self-satisfaction, and gave him 
something of the girl’s susceptibility. He was of a 
very firm, not to say obstinate disposition, Cut there' 
was no brute-like rebellion and recklessness in his 
nature: the human sensibilities predominated, and 
if it had occurred to him that he could enable him- 
self to show some quickness at his lessons, and so 
acquire Mr Stelling’s approbation, by standing on one 
leg for an inconvenient length of time, or rapping 
his head moderately against the wall, or any vol- 
untary action of that sort, he would certainly 
have tried it. But no — Tom had never heard that 
these measures would brighten the understanding, or 
strengthen the verbal memory ; and he was not given 
to hypotlfesis and experiment. It did occur to* him 
that he could perhaps get some help by praying for 
it ; but as the prayers he said every evening were 
forms learned by heart, he rather shrank finom the 
novelty qnd irregularity of introducing an extempote 
passaged on a topic of petition for which he was not 
aware of any precedent. But one day when he had 
broken down, for the fifth time, in the supines of the 
third* conjugation, and Mr Stelling, convinced tbnt 
this''*must be carelessness, since it transoended^fiie 
bounds of possible stupidity, had lectured him very 
seriously, pointing out that if he failed to seiflji the 
present golden opportunity of learning supinei^ 'he 
would have to regret it when he became a 
4Pom, more miserable than usual, determined try 
his sde resource ; and that evening, after hie asiiid 
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foro) of prayer for hia parents and “little aiater” 
(he had begun to pray for Maggie when she was a 
teby}| and that he might be able always to keep 
God’s commandments, he added, in the same low 
whisper, “ and please to make me always remember 
my Latin.” He paused a little to consider how he 
should pray about Euclid — ^whether he should ask to 
see what k meant, or whether there was any other 
mental state which would be more applicable to the 
case. But at last he added — “ And make Mr Stell- 
ing say I shan’t do Euclid any more. Amen.” 

The fact that ho got through his supines without 
mistake the next day, encouraged him to persevere 
in this appendix to his prayers, and neutralised any 
scepticism that might have aiisen from Mr Stell- 
ing’s continued demand for Euclid. But his faith 
broke down under the apparent absence of all help 
when he got into tlie irregular verbs. It seemed 
dear that Tom’s despair under the caprices of the 
present tense did not constitute a nodus worthy of 
interference, and since this was the climax of his dif- * 
ficultieB, where was the use of praying for hefp any 
longer? He made up his mind to this conclusion in 
One of his dull, lonely evenings, which he spent in 
t|^a study, preparing his lessons for the morrow. His 
eyes were apt to get dini over the page — though he 
hated crying, and was ashamed of it : he couldn’t 
help thinking with some affection even of Spounoer, 
whom he used to fight and quarrel with; he would 
base fdt at home with Spouncer, and in a condition 
cf jupetiorily. And then the mill, and the xiveTi sad 
Tappitekinguphii ears, ready to obey the Immfrrign 
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when Tom said ‘‘HoighI” would all come before him 
in a sort of calenture^ when his fingers played ab- 
sentlyin his pocket with his great knife and his coil 
of whip-cord, and other relics of the past. Tom, as 
I said, had never been so much like a girl in his life 
before, and at that epoch of irregular verbs his spirit 
was furtlier depressed by a new means of mental de- 
velopment, which had been thought of for -him out of 
school hours. Mrs Stelling had lately had her second 
baby, and as nothing could be more salutary for a boy 
than to feel himself useful, Mrs Stelling considered 
she was doing Tom a service by setting him to watch 
the little cherub Laura while tho nurse was occupied 
with the sickly baby. It was quite a pretty employ-, 
ment for Tom to take little Laura out in the sunniest 
hour of tho autumn day — it would help to make him 
feel that Lorton Parsonage was a home for him, and 
that he was one of the family. The little oherub 
Laura, not being an accomplished walkor at present, 
had a ribbon fastened round her waist, by which 
' Tom held her as if she had been a little dog during 
the minutes in which she chose to walk; but as 
these were rare, he was for the most part oanyiag 
this.fne child round and round the garden, within 
sight of Mrs Stelling's window — according to ordeni* 
If any one considers this unfair and even oppxesiai^ 
towards Tom, I beg him to consider that theiS EM 
feminine virtues which are with difficulty combined, 
even if they are not inoompatihle. When the wife 
of a poor curate contrives, under all her disadvtm** 
tages, to dress extremely well, and to have a style 
of coiffure which requires that her none shall poca- 
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riotaally oflSoiate as ladyVmaid,— when, moreoyer, 
her dinner-parties and her dnCwing-room show that 
eflbrt at elegance and completeness of appointment 
to which ordinarj women might imagine a large in*' 
come necessary, it would be unreasonable to expect 
of her that she should employ a second nurse, or even 
act as' a nurse herself. Mr Stelling knew better : he 
saw that his wife did wonders already, and was propd 
of her: it was certainly not the best thing in the world 
for young Tolliver’s gait to carry a heavy child, but 
he had. plenty of exercise in long walks with himself, 
and next half-year Mr Stelling ^ ould see about having 
a drilling-master. Among tlie many means whereby 
Mr Stelling intended to be more fortunate than the 
bulk of his fellow-men, he had entirely given up that 
of having his own way in his own house. What 
then? he had married *^as kind a little soul as ever 
breathed,” according to Mr Biley, who had been ac- * 
quainfed with Mrs Stelling’s blond ringlets and smil- 
ing demeanour throughout her maiden life, and on 
the strength of that knowledge would have been 
ready any day to pronounce that whatever domestic 
differences might arise in her married life must be 
entirely Mr Stelling’s fault 
If Tom had had a worse disposition, he would cer- 
tauily have hated the little cherub Laura, but he was 
too kind-hearted a lad for that— there was too much 
in him of the fibre that turns to true manliness^ and 
to protecting pi^y for the weak I am afraid he.hated 
Mrs Stalling^ and contracted a lasting dislike to pale 
blood singlets and broad plaits, as directly asaoeifttad 
with haughtiness of manner and a frequent lefluence 
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to other people’s “duty.” Bnt he couldn’t help play- 
ing with little Laura, and liking to amuse her ; he 
even sacrificed his percussion-caps for her sake, in 
despair of their ever serving a greater purpose — 
thinking the small flash and bang would delight her, 
and thereby drawing down on himself a rebuke from 
Mrs Stelling for, teaching her child to play with firo. 
Laura was a sort of playfellow — and 0 how Tom 
longed for playfellows I In his secret heart he 
yearned to have Moggie with him, and was almost 
ready to doat on her exasperating acts of forgetful- 
ness ; though, when he was at home, he always re- 
presented it as a great favour on his part to lot 
Maggie trot by his side on his pleasure excursions. 

And before this dreary half-year was ended, 
Maggie actually came. Mrs Stelling had given a 
general invitation for the little girl to come and btay 
with her brother : so when Mr TuUiver drove over 
to King’s Lorton late in October, Maggie came t0O| 
with the sense that she was taking a great journey, 
and beginning to see the woild. It was Mr Tulliver’a 
^rst visit to see Tom, for the lad must learn not to 

if 

think too much about home. 

‘‘ Well, my lad,” he said to Tom, when Mr Stall-' 
ing had left the room to announce the arrival to hii 
wife, and Maggie had begun to kiss Tom freal^, 
^<yoa look rarely I Sch^l agrees with you.” « 
Tom wished he had looked rather ill. 

** I don’t think I am well, father,” said Torn ; 
wish you’d ask Mr Stelling not to let me do Buolid 
~it Wugs on the toothaohe, 1 think/’^ 
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(The toothadie was the only malady to which Tom 
had eyer been subject) 

“Euclid, my lad — ^why, what’s that?” said Mr 
Tulliver. 

“0, I don't know; it’s definitions, and axioms, 
and triangles, and things. It’s a book I'vo got to 
leam in — there’s no sense in it.” 

“ Qo, go I ” said Mr Tulliver, reprovingly^ “ you 
mustn’t say ‘so. Tou must leam what your master 
tells you. He knows what it’s right for you to 
learn.” 

“/’W help you now, Tom,” said Maggie, with a 
little air of patronising consolation. “ I’m come to 
stay ever so long, |f Mrs Stelling asks me. I’ve 
brought my box and my pinafores, haven’t I, 
father ? ” 

help me, you silly little thing I” said Tom, 
in such high spirits at this announcement that he 
quite enjoyed the idea of confounding Maggie by 
showing her a page of Euclid. “ I should like to 
see you doing one of my lessons ! Why, I learn 
Latin too I Girls never leam such things. They’re 
too silly.” 

know what Latin is very well,” said Maggie, 
confidently. “ Latin’s a language. There are Latiu 
'tfocds in the Dictionary. There’s bonus, a gifL” 

“ Now, yon’re just wroqg there. Miss Maggie I ” 
said Tom, secretly astonished. “ You think you'to 
very' wise I But < bonus' means ‘good,’ as it hap* 
pen8**^b(mue, bona, bonum.” 

“\Vell| thal^e no reason why it shouldn^i mean 
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*’ said Maggie^ stontlj. “ It may mean several 
things — almost eveiy word does. There's ‘lawn/— 
it means the grass-plot, as well as the stuff pocket- 
handkerchiefs are made of.” 

“ Well done, little ’un,” said Mr Tnlliver, laugh- 
ing, while Tom felt rather disgusted with Maggie’s 
knowingness, though beyond measure cheerful at the 
thought that she was going to stay with him. Her 
conceit would soon be overawed by the actual inspec- 
tion of his books. 

Mrs Stclling, in her pressing invitation, did not 
mention a longer time than a week for Maggie’s stay; 
but Mr Stelling, who took her between his knees, 
and asked her where she stole her dark eyes from, 
insisted that she must stay a fortnight. Maggio 
thought Mr Stelling was a charming man, and Mr 
Tullivor was quite proud to leave his little wOnch 
where she would have an opportunity of showing 
her cleverness to appreciating strangers. So it was 
agreed that she should not be fetched home till the 
end of the fortnight. 

“ Now, then, come mth me into the study, Mag- 
gie," said Tom, as their father drove away. “ What 
do youahake and toss your head now for, you silly 
he continued ; for though her hair was now under a 
new dispensation, and was brushed smoothly behifid 
her ears, she seemed stiU in imagination to be toi^ 
ihg it out of her eyes, ‘^t makes you look as if 
you were crazy." ' 

“0, 1 can't help.it," said Maggie, impa^HHl^^ 
“ Don't tease me, Tom. 0, what bofoks ! she ex- 
claimed, as she saw the bookcases in the study. 
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*‘H6w I Bhould Jike to have as many books os 
thatl”, 

“ Why, you couldn’t read one of ’em,” said Tom, 
triumphantly. They’re all Latin.” 

“ No, they aren’t,” said Maggie. “ I oan read the 
back of this .... History of the Decline and Fall 
of the Boman Empire.” 

Well, what does that mean ? You don’t k^pw,” 
said Tom, wagging his head. 

“ But I could soon find out,” said Maggie, scorn- 
fully. 

“ Why, how ? ” 

I should look inside, and see what it was 
about.” 

“ You'd better not, Miss Maggie,” said Tom, see- 
ing her band on the volume. “Mr Stelling lets 
nobody touch his books Irithout leave, and I shall 
catch it, if you take it out.” 

“ 0, very well 1 Let me see all your books, then,” 
said Maggie, tumiug to throw her arms round Tom’s 
neck, and rob bis cheek with^er small round nose, 

Tom, in the gladness of his heart at having dear 
old Maggie to .dispute with and crow over again, 
seized her round the waist, and began to jump with 
her round the large library table. •Away they 
jumped with more and more vigour, till Maggie’s 
hair flew froip behind her ears, and twirled about ‘ ‘ 
like an animated mop.' ^^lit the revolutions round 
the table became more and mdre irregular in«their 
sweapil till at last reaching Mr Stelling^s teading- 
staikd, they sent it tbuxulering down with its £eavy 
lexicons to the floor/ Haiq[nly it was the gpmnd* 
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floor, and the study was a one-storied wing to the 
hotse, so that the downfall made no alanning reson- 
ance, though Tom stood dizzy and aghast for a few 
minutes, dreading the appearance of Mr or Mrs 
Stelling. 

0, 1 say, Maggie,*’ said Tom at last, lifting up 
the stand, we must keep quiet here, you know. If 
we break anything, Mrs Stelling ’ll make us ory 
peocavi.” 

“ What’s that? ” said Maggie. 

0, it’s the Latin for a good scolding,” said Tom, 
not without some pride in his knowledge, 

“ Is she a cross woman ? ” said Maggie. 

‘‘ I believe you I” said Tom, with an emphatic nod. 
think all women are^crosser than men/' said 
Maggie. Aunt Glegg's a great deal crosser than 
Uncle Glegg, and mother scolds me more than father 
does.” 

Well, you'll bo a woman some day,” said Tom, 
“ so you needn’t talk.” 

“ But I shall be a. clever woman,” said Maggie, 
*with a toss. 

“Oj 1 daresay, and a nasty conceited thing. 
Everybody '11 hate you.” 

“ But you oughtn’t to hate me, Tom: it’ll be veiy 
wicked of you, for I shall be your sister.” 

“ Tes, but if you’re a nasty disagreeable thiag^.-Z 
sAall hate you.” i ^ 

“ 0 but, Tom, you won't! I shan’t be disagree- 
able. I sbail be very good to you-— and I sliiatt 
good to everybody. Tou won’t hate me really, wiU 
you, 
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0, bother I Bever mind I Oome, it’s time for me 
to 'learn my lessons. See here! what IVe got to 
do,” said Tom, drawing Maggie towards him and 
showing her his theorem, while she pushed her hair 
behind her ears, and prepared herself to prove her 
capability of helping him in Euclid. She began 
to read with full confidence in her own powers, 
but presently, becoming quite bewildered, her face 
flushed with irritation. It was unavoidable^she 
must confess her incompetency, and she was not 
fond of humiliation. 

It’s nonsense I ” she said, “ and very ugly stuff 
— nobody need want to make it out.” 

“ Ah, there now, Miss Maggie ! ” said Tom, draw- 
ing the book away, and wagging his head at her, 
‘‘you see you'ie not so clever as you thought you 
were'.” 

“ 0,” said Maggie, pouting, “ I daresay I could 
make it out, if I'd learned what goes before, as you 
have.” 

“ But that’s what you just couldn’t. Miss Wis- 
dom,” said Tom. ” For it’s all the harder when you' 
know what goes before : for then you've got to say 
what definition 3. is, and what axiom V. is. But 
get along with you now : I must go on with this. 
Here’s the Latin Grammar. Seo what you can make 
of that” 

Maggie found the Latin Grammar quite soothing 
after her mathematical moxtiflbation ; for she de- 
lighted ill new words, and quickly founcHhat there 
was an English Key at the end, which would make 
her very wise about Latin, at slight expense. She 
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presently made up her mind to skip the rales in the 
Syntax — ^the examples became so absorbing. These 
mysterious sentencesi snatched from an unknown 
context, — like stiange horns of beasts, and leaves of 
unknown plants, brought from some far off region, — 
gave boundless scopo to her imagination, and were 
all the more fascinating because they were in a 
peculiar tongue of their own, which she could learn 
to interpret It was really very interesting — ^the 
Latin Grammar that Tom had said no girls could 
learn : and she was proud because she found it in- 
teresting. The most fiagmentary examples were her 
favourites. Mora omnihua eat eommunia would have 
been jejune, only she liked to know the Latin ; but 
the fortunate gentleman whom every one congratu- 
lated because he had a son endowed with auch a 
dispobition '' afforded her a great deal of pleasant, 
conjecture, and she was quite lost in the “thick 
grove penetrable by no star,” when Tom called out^ 

i'Now, then, Magsie, give us the Grammar I 
0, Tom, it’s such a pretty book ! she said, as 
she jumped out of the large arm-chair to give it 
him ; “ it's much prettier fiian the Dictionaiy. I 
could learn Latin veiy soon. I don’t think it’s at 
all hard." 

“ 0, 1 know what you’ve been doing,” said Tpliy 
“ you’ve been reading the English at the end. Any 
donkey can do that." ^ 

Tom smzed the bdbk and opened it with a dete1> 
mined and business-like air, as much as £o say that 
he had a lesson to learn which no donkeys would' 
find themselves equal to. Maggie, rather piqued,* 
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tnmed to the bookoasee to amuse herself with pozsl- 
iog out the titles. 

Presently Tom called to her: ‘‘Here, Magsie, 
come and hear if I can say this. Btand at that end 
of the table, where Mr Stelling sits when he hears 
me. 

Maggie obeyed, and took the open book. 

“ Where do you begin, Tom ? ** 

0, I begin at ‘ Appellativa arhorum^* because 
I say all over again what I’ve boon learning this 
week.” 

Tom sailed along pretty well for three lines ; and 
Maggie was beginning to forget her office of prompt- 
er in speoulating as to what mas could mean, which 
came twice oyer, when he stuck fast at etidm 
volucrum, 

” Don’t tell me, Maggie ; Suni etiam volu- 
crum. . . • Sunt etiam volucrum . . . ostrea^ 
eetua . . .” 

** No,” said Maggie, opening her mouth and shak- 
ing her head. 

^^Sunt etiam volucrum^'' said Tom, very slowly, as 
if the next words might be expected to come sooner 
when he gave them this strong hint that they were 
Wfdted for. 

e, u,” said Maggie, getting impatient. 

0, 1 know — ^hold your tongue,” said Tom. “ Ceu 
passer^ hirundo; Ferarum .... ferarum • . .” 
Tom took his pencil and made several hard dots 
With it on his b^-oover .... ferarum • « • 

** 0 dear, 0 dear, Tom,” said Maggie, what a tii^e 

^youarel, W . . . .” 
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*' Vt, ottna . . . 

“No, no,” said Maggie, “iK, tigru ...” 

“0 yes, now I can do,” said Tom; “it wda 
tigru, vulpes, I’d foigotten : ut tigrit, mJpet ; et Pis- 
ciumr 

With some further stammering and repetition, 
Tom got through tlio next fev7 lines. 

• Now then/' he said, the next is what IVe just 
learnt for to-moirow. Give me hold of the book a 
miiiute." 

After some whispered gabbling, assisted by the 
beating of his fist on the table, Tom returned the 
book, 

Mascula nomina in a,” he began. 

^^No, Tom,” said Maggie, ‘Hbat doesn’t oome 
next. It’s Nomen non creskena genxttko . . . 

Creskens genittivo,** exclaimed Tom, with aideii- 
sive laugh, for Tom had learned this omitted passage 
for his yesterday’s lesson, and a youn^ gentleman 
does not require an intimate or extensive acquaint- 
ance with Latin before he can feel the pitiable 
absurdity of a false quantity. Creskens genUtivot 
What a little silly you are, Maggie I " 

‘<*Well, you needn’t laugh, Tom, for you didn’t 
remember it at all. IJm sure it’s spelt so ; how 
I to know ? ” ' 

“Fhee-«-e-hl I told you girls ooclda’t learn LMtia. 
It’s Jfomen non ereseens genitko." 

“Very well, tben,” said Maggie, ponting. 
can say' that as well as you oan. And ym, ioa’t 
mind yoor stops. For yon ought to stc^ twice aa 
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long at a semicolon as jou do at a comma, and you 
make the 4ongest«stops where there ought to be no 
stop at all.” 

“ 0, well, don't chatter. Let me go on.” 

They wece presently fetched to spend the rest of 
the evening in the drawing-room, and Maggie be- 
came so animated with Mr Stelling, who, she felt 
stiTe« admired her cleverness, that Tom was rathep 
amazed and alarmed at her audacity. But she was 
suddenly subdued by Mr Stelling's alluding to a 
little girl of whom he had heard tliat she once ran 
away to the gypsies. 

What a very odd little girl that must be !” said 
Mrs Stelling, meaning to be playful — but a playful- 
ness that turned on her supposed oddity was not at 
all to Maggie’s taste. She feared Mr Stelling, after 
all, did not think much of herj and went to bed in 
railier low spirits. Mrs Stelling, she felt, looked at 
her as if she thought her hair was very ugly because 
it hung down straight behind. 

Nevertheless it was a very happy fortnight to 
Maggie, this visit to Tom. She. was allowed to be 
in the study while h^ had his lessons, and in her 
various readings, got very deep into the examples 
in tlie Latin Grammar. The astronomer who hated 
women generally, caused her so much puzzling 
speculation that she one day asked Mr Spelling if 
idl astronomers hated women, or whether it was only 
this particular astronomer. But^ forestalling ^ 
amiwer^Bhe said, ' 

^1 suppose it*s all astronomers: because,* jrm 
. VOL^ 1 * P 
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know, they live up in high towerfl,-and if the women 
oame there, they might tdk and •hinder them from 
looking at the stars.’' 

Mr Eitelling liked her prattle immensely, and they 
were on the best terms. She told Tom she should 
like to go to school to Mr Stelling, as^he did, and 
learn just the same tilings. She know she could do 
Euclid, for she hdd looked into it again, and she 
saw what ABO meant : they were the names of 
the lines. 

“Tui sure you couldn’t do it, now,” said Tom; 
“ and ril just ask Mr Stelling if you could.” 

don’t mind,” said the little conceited minv. 
« ril ask him myself” 

“ Mr Stelling,” she said, that same evening when 
they were in the drawing-room, ‘‘couldn’t I. do 
Euclid, and all Tom’s lessons, if you were toT teach 
me instead of him ? ” 

“ No ; you couldn’t,” said Tdm, indignantly. 
“Girls can’t do Euclid: can they, sir?” 

“ They can pick up a little of everything, I dare- 
say,” said Mr Stelling. “ They’ve a great deal of 
superficial cleverness ; but they couldn’t go &r into 
anything. They’re quick and shallow.” 

Tom, delighted with this verdict, telegraphed his 
triumph by wagging his head at Maggie behipd Mr 
Stellingfs chair. As for Maggie, she had hardly 
ever been so mortified. She had been SQ proud to 
be called “ quick” all her little life, and now it ap- 
j^ared that this quickness was the brand inferi-* 
ority. It would have been better to be i^w like 
Tom. 
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ha I Misa* Maggie!” said Tom, when they 
were alone; “you see it's not such a fine thing to 
be quiok. You’ll never go far into anything, you 
know.” 

And Maggie was so oppressed by this dreadful 
destiny that she had no spirit for a retort. 

But when this small apparatus of shallow quick- 
ness was fetched away in the gig by Luke, and tho 
study was once more quite lonely for Tom, he missed 
her gtievously. He liad really been brighter, and 
had got through his lessons bettor, sinco she had 
been there ; and she had asked Mr Stelling so many 
questions about the Bouian empire, and whether 
there really ever was a man Who. said, in Latin, “ I 
would not buy it for a farthing or a rotten nut,” or 
whether that had only been turned into Latin, tliat 
Tom had actually come to a dim understanding of 
the fact that there had oucu boon people upon tho 
earth who were so foii;unqte as to know Latin with- 
out learning it through the medium of tho Eton 
Grammar. This luminous idea was a great addition 
to his historical acquirements during this half-year, 
which were otherwise confined to an epitomised 
history of the Jews. 

But tlie dreary half-year did come to an end. 
How glad Tom was to see the last yellow leaves 
fluttering before the cold wind! The dark after- 
noons, and the first December snow, seemed to him 
fiur livelier than the August sunshine ; and that he 
might ma^ himself the surer about the flight of the 
days that were caqying him homeward, he. stuck 
twenty-one sticks imp in a comer of the garden^ 



wLen lie was three weeks from the holidays, and 
pulled (fne up every day with a great wrenoh, throw- 
ing it to a distance with a vigour of will which 
would have oariied it to limbo, if it had been in the 
nature of sticks to travel so far. 

But it was wortli purchasing, even at the heavy 
price of the Latin Qrammar — the happiness of see- 
ing the blight light in the parlour at home, as tlie 
gig passed noiselessly over the snow-covered bridge : 
the happiness of passing from the cold air to the 
warmth and the kisses and the smiles of that fami- 
liar health, where the pattern of the rug and the 
grate and the fire-irons were first ideas” that it 
was no more possible to criticise than the solidity 
and extension of matter. There is no sense of ease 
like the ease we felt in those scenes where wo were 
born, where objects became dear to us before we had 
known the labour of choice, and where the outer 
world seemed only an extension of our own person- 
ality : wo accepted and loved it as we accepted otir 
own sense of existence and our own limbs. Very 
coiiimonplace, even ugly, that furniture of our early 
home might look if it were put up to auction ; an 
improved taste in upholstery scorns it ; and is not 
the striving ^ after something better and better in 
our surroundings, the grand characteristic that dis- 
tinguishes man from the brute — or, to satiefy a 
scrupulous accuracy of definition, that distiDguishes 
the British man from the foreign brute ? But heaven 
knows where that striving might lead us, if our 
lions had not a trick of twining ronnd^thpse old 
inferior things — if the loves and sanotitLes 6f our 
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life had do* deep immovable roots in memoiy. One’s 
delight'in an elderbeny bush overhan^ng^he con- 
fhsed leafage of a hedgerow bank, as a more glad* 
deuing sight than the finest cistus or fuchsia spread- 
ing itself on the softest undnlatiTig turf, is an entirely 
unjustifiable preference to a landscape-gardener, or 
to any of those severely regulated minds wlio^ are 
firee fiom tlie weakness of any attachment tlia^does 
not rest on a demonstrable superiority of qualities. 
And there is no better reason for preferring this 
* elderberry bush than that it stirs an early memoxy 
— *that it is no novelty in my life, speaking to me 
merely through my present sensibilities to form and 
colour, but the long companion of my existence, that 
wove itself into my joys when joys were vivid. 



CHAPTEE 11. 

THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 

Fine old Christmas, with the snowy hair and ruddy 
face, had done his duty that year in the noblest fash- 
ion, and had set off his rich gifts of warmth and 
colour with all the heightening contrast of frost and 
snow. 

Snow lay on the croft and river-bank in undula- 
tions softer than the limbs of infancy; it lay with 
the neatliest finished border on every sloping roof, 
making the dark-red gables stand out with a new 
depth of colour ; it weighed heavily on the laurels 
and fir-trees, till it foil from them with a shuddering 
sound ; it clothed the rough tiirnip-field with white- 
ness, and made the sheep look like dark blotches ; 
the gates were all blocked up with the sloping drifts, 
and heie and there a disregarded four-footed ^beast 
stood as if petrified ‘‘in unrecumhent sadnAs;*’ 
there was no gleam, no shadow, for the hgavetis, 
too, were one still, pale cloud — ^no sound or option 
in anything but the dark river that fioWed 'apd 
moaned like an unresting sorrow. But old Cfan^ 
tnas smiled as he laid this oroel-seeming ispell dn 
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the out-door world, for lie ‘meant to light up home 
with new brightness, to deepen all the riQlineBB of 
in-door colour, and give a keener edge of delight to 
the warm fragranceT of food : he meant to prepare 
a sweet imprisonment that would strengthen the 
primitive fellowship of kindred, and make the sun- 
sliine of familiar human faces as welcome as the 
hidden day-star. His kindness fell but hardly^ on 
the homeless — ^fell but hardly on the homes where 
the hearth was not very warm, and whero the food 
had little fiagranco ; where the human faces had no 
sunshine in them, but rather the leaden, blank-eyed 
gaze of unexpectant want. But the fine old season 
meant well ; and if ho has not learnt the secret how 
to bless men impartially, it is because his father 
Time, with ever-unrelenting purpose, still hides that 
seorht in his own mighty, slow-beating heart. 

And yet this Christmas day, in spite of Tom’s 
fresh delight in home, was not, he thought, somehow 
or other, quite so happy as it had always been be- 
fore. The red berries wore just as abundant on the 
holly, and he and Maggie had dressed all the win- 
dows and mantelpieces and picture-frames on Christ- 
mas eve with as much taste as ever, wedding the 
thick-set scarlet clusters with branches of the black- 
berried ivy. There bad been singing under the 
windows after midnight — supernatural singing, 
Maggie always felt, in spite of Tojn’s contemptuous 
insistenoe that the singers were old Patch, the parish 
derl^ and the rest of the church choir : she trembled 
widi awe when their caroling bioke in upon her 
dr^amsi and the image of men in fustian dothes was 
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always tlirust away by tlie Tision of angels resting 
on the parted olond. But the midnight chant had 
helped as usual to lift the morning above the level 
of common days ; and then there was the smell of 
hot toast and ale from the kitchen, at the breakfast 
hour ; the favouiito anthem, the green boughs, and 
the short sermon, gave the appropiiate festal cha- 
racter to the church-going; and aunt and unde 
Moss, with all their seven ohilcben, were looking 
liko so many reflectors of the bright parlour-fire, 
when the cljurcli-gocrs came back, stamping the 
snow from their feet. The plum-pudding was of 
the same handsomo roundness as ever, and came in 
with the symbolic blue flames around it, as if it had 
been heroically snatched from the nether fires into 
which it had been thrown by dyspeptic Puritans ; 
tlie dessert vras as splendid as ever, with its gdlden 
oranges, brown nuts, and the crystalline light and 
dark of apple jelly and damson checse't fti all these 
things Christmas was as it had always been since 
Tom could remember ; it was only distinguished, if 
by anything, by superior sliding and snowballs. 

Christmas was cheery, but not so Mr Tulliver. 
He was irate and defiant, and Tom, though he 
espoused his father s quarrels and shared his fatlmr^s 
sense of injury, was not without some of the- feel- 
ing that oppressed Magpe when Mr Tulliver got 
louder and mor^ angry m narration and assextion 
with the increased leisure of dessert, ^e attention . 
that Tom might have concentrated on his nuts and 
wine was distracted by a sense that there were 
?:asQally enemies in the world, and that the busineea 
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of grown-up life oould hardly be conducted without 
a good deal of quarrelling. Now Tom was not fond 
of quarrelling, unless it could soon be put an end 
to by a fair stand-up fight with an adversary whom 
he had every chance of thrasliing ; and his father^s 
irritable talk made liim uncomfortable, though he 
never accounted to himself for the feeling, or con- 
ceived the notion that his father was faulty in this 
respect. 

The particular embodiment of the evil principle 
now exciting Mr Tulliver's determined resistance 
was Mr Fivart, wlio, having lands higher up tlie 
Ripple, was taking measures for their irrigation, 
which either were, or would bo, or were bound % 
be (on the principle that water ^ras water), an in- 
fringement on Mr Tulliver’s legitimate share of 
wafer-power. Dix, who had a mill on the.stream, 
was a feeble auxiliary of Old HaiTy compared with 
Fivart. %ix had been brought to his senses by 
arbitration, and TWakem’s advice had not carried 
Aim^far; no : Dix, Mr Tulliver considered, had been 
as good as nowhere in point of law ; and in the in- 
tensity of his indignation against Fivart, his con- 
tempt for a baffled adversaiy like Dix began to wear 
the air of a friendly attachment. He had no male 
audience to-day except Mr Moss, who knew nothing, 
as he said, of the “ natu^ o’ mills,” qud could only 
assent to Mr Tulliver’s arguments on the a priori 
ground of family relationship and monetary obliga- 
tion; but Mr Tulliver did not talk with the fatile 
intention of convincing his audience — ^he talked to 
relieve himself; while good Mr Moss made strong 
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'efforts to keep his eyes wide open, in spite of tlie 
Bleepinesfi which an nnusnally good dinner produced 
in his hard-worked frame. Mrs Moss, more alive 
to the subject, and interested in everything that 
affected her brother, listened and put in a word as 
often as maternal preoccupations allowed. 

“ Why, Pivart *s a new name hereabout, brother, 
isn’t it ? ” she said : “ he didn’t own the land in 
father’s time, nor yours either, before I was married.” 

New name ? Yes — I should think it is a new 
name,” said Mr Tulliver, with angry emphasis. 
“ Dorlcote Mill ’s been in our family a hundred year 
and better, and nobody over heard of a Pivart 

C eddling with the river, till this fellow came and 
)ught Bincome’fi faim out of hand, before anybody 
else could so much as say ‘ snap.’ But TIL Pivart 
him I ” lidded Mr TuUiver, lifting his glass with a 
sense that he had defined his resolution in an un- 
mistakable manner. ^ 

You won’t be forced to go to law with him, I 
hope, brother?” said Mrs Moss, with some anxiety. 

“ I don’t know what 1 shall be forced to ; but I 
know what I shall foice him to, with his dykes and 
eiigations, if there’s any law to be brought to bear o’ 
the light side. I know well enough who’s at the 
bottom of it ; he’s got Wakem to back him and egg 
him on. I ^ow Wakex^ tells him the law can’t 
touch him for it, but there’s folks can handle- the 
law besides Wakem. It takes a big raskil to beat 
him ; but there’s bigger to be found, as know more 
o' th’ ins and outs o’ the law, else how ohme Wakem' 
to lose Bromley’s suit for him ? ” 
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Mr Tulliyer was a strioily honeat man, and prottd 
of being bonest, but he considered that in law the 
ends of jastioe could only be achieved by employing 
a stronger knave to frustrate a weaker. Law was a 
sort of cock-fight, in which it was the business of 
injured honesty to get a game bird with the best 
pluck and the strongest spurs. 

“ Gore's no fool — you needn't tell me that,” he 
observed presently, in a pugnacious tone, as if poor 
Gritty had been urging that lawyer's capabilities ; 
“ but, you see, he isn't up to the law as Wakem is. 
And water’s a very particular thing — ^you can’t pick 
it up with a pitchfork. That’s why it’s been nuts 
to Old Harry and the lawyers. It’s plain enough 
what's the rights and the wrongs of water, if you 
look at it straightforrard ; for a nvci’s a liver, and 
if you’ve got a mill, you must have water to, turn it ; 
and it’s no use telling me, Fivait’s erigation and 
nbnsense won’t stop niy wheel : 1 know what be- 
longs to water better than that. Talk to me o’ what 
th’ engineers sayl I say it's common sense, as 
Fivart's dykes must do me an injury. But if that’s 
their engineering, Fll put Tom to it by-and-by, and 
he shall see if he can't fiud a bit more sense in th’ 
engineering business than what that comes to." 

Tonf, looking round with some anxiety at this 
Announcement of his prospects, unthinkingly with- 
drew a small rattle he was amusing Baby Moss 
wiA, whereupon she, being a baby that knew her 
own mind with remarkable clearness, instantaneously 
expressed her sentiments in a piercing yell, ahd was 
not to be appeased even by the restoration of the 
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rattle, feeling apparently that the original wrong of 
having it taken from her remained in all ita force. 
Mrs Moss hurried away with her into another room, 
and expressed to Mrs Tulliver, who accoiDpanied 
her, the conviction that the dear child had good 
reasons for crying ; implying that if it was supposed 
to be the rattle that baby clamoured for, she was a 
misunderstood baby’. The thoroughly justiliable yell 
being quieted, Mrs Moss looked at her sister-in-law 
and said — 

“ I'm sorry to sec brother so put out about this 
water work," 

“It’s your brothers way, Mrs Moss; Fd never 
anything o' that soit befoio I was married,’* said 
Mrs Tulliver, with a half-implied reproach. She 
always spoke of her husband as “ your brother " to 
Mrs Moss, in any case when his line of conduct was 
not matter of pure admiiation. Amiable Mrs Tul- 
liver, who was never angry in her life, had yet her 
mild share of that spirit without which she could 
hardly have been at once a Dodson and a woman. 
Being always on the defensive towards her own 
sisters, it was natural that she should be keenly 
conscious of her superiority, oven as the weakest 
Dodson, over a husband’s sister, who, besides being 
poorly oflF, and inclined to “ hang on ** her brother, 
had the good-natured submissiveness of a large* 
easy-tempered, untidy, prolific woman, with afieo- 
tion enough in her not only for her own husbadd 
and abundant children, but for any number of col- 
lateral relations. 

“ I hope and pray he won’t go to law,” said Mrs 
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HosS| ''for theie’s never any knowing where that ’ll 
end. And the right doesn’t allays win. This Mr 
Fivart’s a rich man, by what I can make out, and the 
rich mostly get things their own way.” 

‘‘As to that,” said Mrs Tulliver, stroking her 
dress down, “ I've seen what riches are in my own 
family; for my sisters have got husbands as can 
afford to do pretty much what they like. But I 
think sometimes I shall be drove off my head with 
. the talk about this law and erigation ; and my 
sisters lay all the fault to mo, for they don't know 
wliat it is to many a man like your brother^ — how 
should they? Sister Pullet has her own .way from 
morning till night.” 

“ Well,” said Mrs Moss, “ I don’t think I should 
liko my husband if he hodii^t got any wits of his 
owb, and I had to find head-piece for him. It’s a 
deal easier to do what pleases one's husband, than 
to be puzzling what else one should do.” 

“If people come to talk o’ doing what pleases 
their husbands,” said Mrs Tulliver, with a faint 
imitation of her sister Glegg, “I’m suro your 
brother Bright have waited a long while before he’d 
have found a wife that ’ud have let him have hi^ say 
in everything, as I do. It’s nothing but law and 
erigation now, from when we first get up in the 
morning till we go to bed at night ; and I never 
contradict him ; I only say — ‘Well, Mr Tulliver, do as 
you like ; but whativer you do, don’t go to law.’ ” 

Mrs Tulliver, as we have seen, was not without 
influence over her husband. No woman is ; she can 
always incline him to do either what she wishes, or 
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the reverse; and on the composite impulses that 
were threatening to huny Mr Tulliver into 
Mrs TuUiver's monotonous pleading had doubtless 
its share of force ; it might even be comparable to 
tlAit proverbial feather which has the credit or dis- 
credit of breaking the camel’s baok ; though, on a 
strictly impartial view, the blame ought rather to 
lie with the previous weight of feathers which had 
already placed the back in suc]\ imminent peril, that 
an otherwise innocent feather could not settle on it 
without mlflchief. Not that Mrs Tulliver’s feeble 
beseeching could have had this feather’s weight in 
virtue of her single personality ; but whenever she 
departed from entiie assent to lier husband, he saw 
in her the representative of the Dodson family ; and 
it was a guiding piinciple with Mr Tulliver, to let 
the Dodsons know that they wore not to domideer 
over Aim, or — more specifically — ^that a male Tolli- 
ver was far more than equal to four female Dodsons, 
even though one of them was Mrs Glegg. 

But not even a direct argument from that typical 
Dodson female herself against his going to law, 
could have heightened his disposition towards it so 
mueh as the mere thought of Wakem, continually 
freshened by the sight of the too able attorney on 
market-days. ‘ Wakem, to his certain knowledge, was 
(metaphorically speaking) at the bottom of Pivart^s 
irrigation: Wakem had tried to make Dix stand out) 
and'go to law about the dam: it was unquestionab]^ - 
Wkkem who had caused Mr Tulliver to lose the suit 
about the right of road and the bridge that madaaB 
thoroughfare of his land for every vagabon4 who 
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preferred an opportunity of damaging private pro- 
perty to walking like an honeet man along the high- 
road : all lawyers were more or less rascals, but 
Wakem’s rascality was of that peculiarly aggravated 
kind which placed itself in opposition to that form 
of right embodied in Mr Tullivor’s interests and 
opinions. And as an extra touch of bitterness, the 
injured miller had recently, in boriowing the five 
hundred pounds, been obliged to carry a little busi- 
ness to Wakem’s office on his own account. A hook- 
nosed glib fellow ! as cool as a cucumber — always 
looking BO sure of Ijis game I And it was vexatious 
that Lawyer Oore was not more like him,* but was a 
bald, round-featured man, with bland manners and 
fat hands ; a game-cock that you would bo rash to 
bet upon against Wakem. 'Gorowas a sly fellow; 
his VeaknesB did not lie on the side of sciupulosity : 
but the largest amount of winking, however signifi- 
cant, is not equivalent to seeing through a stone 
wall ; and confident as Mr Tulliver was in his prin- 
ciple that water was water, and in the diiect infer- 
ence that Pivart had not a leg to stand on in this 
affair of irrigation, he had an uncomfortable suspicion 
that Wakem had more law to show against this 
(rationally) irrefragable inference, than Gore could 
show for it. But then, if they went to law, there 
was a chance for Mr Tulliver to employ Counsellor 
Wylde on his side, instead of having that admirable 
telly against him; and the, prospect of seejpgi^ 
wiinesB of Wakem's made to perspire and beeoip^ 
eonfimnded, aa Mr Tulliveria. witness had onde been, 
wan alluring to the love of zetributiye justioe. 
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Much rumination bad Mr Tulliver on these puz- 
zling subjects during his rides on the grey horse — 
much turning of the head from side to side, as tlie 
scales dipped alternately; but the probable result 
was still out of sight, only to be reached through 
much hot argument and iteration in domestic and 
social life: That initial stage of the dispute which 
consisted in the narration of the case and the 
enforcement of Mr Tulliver's views concerning it 
throughout the entire circle of his connections 
would necessarily take time, and at the beginning 
of February, when Tom was going to school again, 
there were* scaicely an}^ new items to be detected in 
his father’s statement of the case against Pivart, or 
any more specific indication of tlie measures he was 
bent on taking against that rash contravener of the 
principle that water was water. Iteration, like fric- 
tion, is likely to generate heat instead of progress, 
and Mr Tullivcr's heat was certainly more and more 
palpable. If there had been no new evidence on any 
other point, there had been new evidence that Pivart 
was as “ tliick as mud " with Wakora. 

“ Father,” said Tom, one evening near the end of 
the holidays, ‘'uncle Glegg says Lawyer Wakem ia 
going to send his son to Mr Stelling. It isn’t truo 
— what they said about his going to be sent to 
Franco. You won’t like me to go to school wx& 
Wakem’s son, shall you ? 

It’s no matter for that, my boy,” said Mr TtUr 
liyer ; “ don’t yon learn anything bad of hhn, thall^l 
all. The lad’s a poor deformed creator, and takew , 
after his mother in the face: I ihink_ihero 
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much ofhis father in him. It’s a sign Wakem thinks 
high o’ Mr Stelling, as he sends his son to him, and 
Wakem knows meal from bran.” 

Hr Tulliver in his heart was rather proud of the 
fact that his son was to have ‘the same adyantages 
as Wakem’s i but Tom was not at all easy on the 
point ; it would haye been much clenrer if the law- 
yer's son had not been deformed, for then Tom would 
have had the prospect of pitching into him with all 
that freedom which is derived from a high moral 
sanction. 


yOL L 



CHAPTER III. 

THE NEW SCHOOLFELLOW. 

It was a cold, wet January day on wldoh Tom went 
back to school ; a day quite in keeping with this 
severe phase of his destiny. If he had not carried 
in his pocket a parcel of sugar-candy and a small 
Dutch doll for little Laura, there would have been 
no lay of expected pleasure to enliven the gd'neral 
gloom. But he liked to think how Laura would put 
out her lips and her tiny hands for the bits of sugar- 
candy ; and, to give the greater keenness to these 
pleasures of imagination, ho took out the parcel^ 
made a small hole in the paper, and bit off a crys- 
tal or two, which had so solacing an effect under 
the confined prospect and damp odours of the gig- 
umbrella, that he repeated the process more than 
once on his way. 

‘^Well, Tulliver, we*re glad to see you again,” 
said Mr Stelling, heartily. Take off your wrappings 
and come into the study till dinner. You'll find a 
bright fire there, and a new companion.’' 

Tom felt in an uncomfortable flutter as hq took 
off his woollen comforter and other wrappings. He 
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had Been Philip Wak^ ait St Ogg’s, but liad always 
turned his eyes away from him as quickly as pos- 
sible. He would have disliked having a deformed 
boy for his companion, even if Philip had not been 
the BOP of a bad maa And Tom did not see how a 
bad man’s son could be very good. His own father 
was a good n^n, and he would readily have fought 
any one who said the contrary. Ho was in a state 
of mingled embarrassment and defiance as ho follow- 
ed Mr Stelling to the study. 

Here is a new companion for you to shake hands 
with, Tulliver,” said that gentleman on entering the 
study — ‘‘ Master Philip Wakem. I shall leave yon 
to make acquaintance by yoursedves. You already 
know something of each other, I imagine ; for you 
are neighbours at home.” 

Tom looked confused and awkward, while Philip 
rose and glanced at him timidly. Tom did not like 
to go up and put out his hand, and he was not pre- 
pared to say, **How do you do?” on so short a 
notice. 

Mr Stelling wisely turned awoy, and closed the 
door behind him : boys’ shyness only wears off in 
the absence of their elders. 

Philip was at once too proud and too timid to 
walk towards Tom. Ho thought, or rather felt, that 
Tom had an aversion to looking at him : every one, 
almost, disliked looking at Irim ; and his deformity 
was more conspicuous when he walked. So tliey 
remained without shaking hands or even speaking, 
while Tom went to the fire and warmed himself, 
every now and then casting furtive glances at Philips 
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who seomed to be drawing a^sentlj first one object 
and then another on a piece of paper he had before 
him. He had seated himself again, and as he drew, 
was thinking what he could say to Tom, and trying 
to overcome his own repugnance to making the first 
advances. 

Tom began to look oftener and longer at Philip’s 
face, for he could see it without noticing the hump, 
and it was really not a disagreeable face — very old- 
looking, Tom thought He wondered how much 
older Philip was than liimself. An anatomist — even 
a mere physiognomist — ^would have seen that 'the 
deformity of Philip’s spine was not a congenital 
hump, but the result of an accident in infancy ; but 
you do not expect from Tom any acquaintance with 
such distinctions : to him, Philip was simply, a hump- 
back. He had a vague notion that the deformity of 
Wakem’s son had sonie relation to the lawyer^s ras- 
cality, of which he had so often heard his father talk 
with hot emphasis ; and he felt, too, a half-admitted 
fear of him as probably a spiteful fellow, who, not 
being able to fight •you, had cunning ways of doing 
you a mischief by the sly. There was a hump- 
backed tailor in the neighbourhood of Mr Jacobs’ 
academy, who was considered averyunamiable cha- 
racter, and was much hooted after by public-spirited 
boys solely on the ground of his unsa^sfactory 
moral qualities; so that Tom was not without a 
basis of fact to go upon. Still, no face could be 
more unlike that ugly tailor^s than this melancholy 
boy’s face; the brown hair round it waved end 
curled at the ends like a girl’s : Tom thought that 
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truly pitiable. This Wc^em was a pale, puny fellow, 
and it was quite clear be would not be able to play 
at anything worth speaking of : but he handled his 
pencil in an enviable manner, and was apparently 
making one thing after another without any troubloi 
What was he drawing? Tom was quite warm now, 
and wanted i^pmething new to be going forward. It 
was certainly more agreeable to have an ill-natured 
hnmpback «ls a companion than to stand looking out 
of the study window at the lain, and kicking his 
foot against the washboard in solitude^ something 
would happen eveiy day — “ a quarrel or something; ” 
and Tom thought he should rather like to show 
Philip that he had better not try his 'spiteful tricks 
on him. He suddenly walked across the heartli, and 
looked over Philip’s paper. 

‘•Why, that’s a donkey with panniers — and a 
spaniel, and partridges in the corn 1 ” he exclaimed, 
his tongue being completely loosed by surprise and 
admiration. “ 0 my buttons 1 I wish T could draw 
like that I'm to learn drawing this half — I wonder 
if I shall learn to make dogs and donkeys 1” 

“0, you can do them without learning," said 
Philip ; “ I never learned drawing.” 

Never learned?’^ said Tom, in amazement. 
*‘Why, when I make dogs and horses, and those 
things,^ the heads and the legs won’t come right; 
though I can see how they ought to be very well. 
I can make houses, and all sorts of chimneys — 
chimneys going all down tlie wall, and windows in 
^ roof, and all that. But I daresay 1 could do dogs 
and horses if I was to try more,” he added, refleoti* 
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ing that Philip might falsely suppose that he was 
going to “ knock under/’ if he were too frank about 
the imperfection of his accomplishments.* 

“ 0 yes,” said Philip, “ it’s veiy easy. You’ve- 
only to look well at things, and diaw them over and 
over again. What you do wrong once, you can alter 
the next time.” , 

“ But haven’t you been taught anything ? ” said 
Tom, beginning to have a puzzled su^ncion that 
Philip’s crooked back might be the source of remark- 
ablo faculties. “ I thought you’d been to school a 
long while.” 

“Yes,” said Philip, smiling, “I’ve been taught 
Latin, and Greek, and mathematics, — and writing, 
and such things.” 

“ 0, but, I say, you don’t like Latin, though^ do 
you ? ” said Tom, lowering his voice confidentially. 

Fi-etty well ; I don’t care much about it,” said 
Philip. 

“ Ah, but perhaps you haven’t got into the Pro- 
prics qu<B ?nari5us,” said Tom, nodding his head side- 
ways, as much as to say, “ that was the test : it was 
easy talking till you came to that'* 

Philip felt some bitter cony)lacency in the promis- 
ing stupidity of this well-mado active-looking boy; 
but made polite by liis own extreme sensitiveness, 
as well as by his desire to conciliate, he cheeked his 
inclination to laugh, and said, quietly, 

“ I’ve done with the grammar I don’t learn that 
any more.” 

“Then you won’t have the same lessons as 'I 
dull? ” said Tom, with a sense of disi^ppointment. 
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' " No ; but I darosay I can help you. I shall be 
very glad to help you if I can.” 

Tom did not say “ Thank you ” for he was cjuite 
absorbed in the thought that Wakeni's eon did not 
seem so spiteful a fellow as might have been ex- 
pected. 

“ I say,” he said presently, do you love your 
father ? ” 

" Tes,” said Philip, colqurii^g deeply ; “ don't you 
love yours ? ” • ' 

“ 0 yes I only wanted to know/' said Tom, 

rather ashamed of himself, now he saw Philip col- 
ouring and looking uncomfortable, lie found much 
difficulty in adjusting his attitude of mind towards 
the son of Lawyer Wakora, and it had occurred to 
him that if Philip disliked his father, that fact might 
go some way towards clearing up his perplexity. 

‘‘ Shall you learn drawing now ? ” ho said, by way 
of changing the subject. 

“ No,” said Philip. " My father wishes me to give 
oU my time to other things now.” 

What I Latin, and Euclid, and those things ? '' 
said Tom. 

‘‘Yes,” said Philip, who had left off using his 
Pencil, and was resting* his head on one hand, while 
Tom W'as leaning forward on both elbows, and look- 
ing with increasing admiration at the dog and the 
donkey. 

“ And you don’t mind that ? ” said Tom, with 
strong curiosity. 

. “ No : I like to know what everybody else knows* 
1 can study what I like by-and-by." 
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I can't think vibj anybody should leam Latin/’ 
said Tom. “ It’s no good.” 

It’s part of the education of a gentleman/’ said 
Philip. All gentlemen learn the same things.” 

“ What I do you think Sir John drake, the master 
of the harriers, kno^s Latin ? ” said Tom, who had 
oftefn thought he should like to resemble Sir John 
Crake. 

He leamt it when ho was a boy, of course,” said 
Philip. “ But I daresay he’s forgotten it.” 

“ 0, well, I can do that, then,” said Tom, not with 
any epigrammatio intention, but with serious satis- 
faction at the idea that, as far as Latin was concerned, 
there was no hindrance to his resembling Sir John 
Crake. Only you'ie obliged to remember it while 
you’re at school, else youVe got to leam ever so many 
lines of ‘ Speaker.’ Mr Stelling’s very particular — 
did you know ? He’ll have you up ten times if you 
say ‘nam’ for *jam’ .... ho won’t let you go a 
letter wrong, I can tell you.” 

0, I don’t mind,” said Philip, unable to choke a 
laugh ; I can remember things easily. And there 
are some lessons I’m very fond of. I'm veiy fond of 
Qreek histoiy and evexything about the Greeks. I 
should like to have been a Greek and fought t}|e 
Persians, and then have come home and have written 
tragedies, or else have been listened to by everybody 
for my wisdom, like Socrates, and have died a grand 
death.” (Philip, you perceive, was not without, a 
wish to impress the weU-made barbarian with a sense 
of his mental supeiioxity.) • 
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^Why, were the Greeks great fighters? " said Tonii 
who saw a vista in this direction. “ Is there any* 
thing like David, and Goliath, and Samson, in the 
Greek history ? Those are the only bits I like in 
the history of the Jews." 

0, there are very fine stories of that sort about 
the Greeks — about the heroes of early times who 
Silled the wild beasts, as Samson did. And in the 
Odyssey — that’s a beautiful poem — -.there’s a more 
wonderful giant than Goliath — Polyphemej who had 
only one eye in the middle of his forehead; and 
Ulysses, a little fellow, but very wise and cunning, 
got a red-hot pine-tree and stuck it into this one 
eye, and made him roar like a thousand bulls.” 

0 what fun I ” said Tom, jumping away from the 
table, and stamping first with one leg and then the 
other.! say, oan you tell me all about those 
stories ? Because I shan’t learn Greek, you know. 
.... Shall I ? ” he added, pausing in his stamping 
with a sudden alarm, lest the contrary might be pos* 
Bible. Does every gentleman learn Greek ? . . . . 
Will Ur Stelling make me begin with it, do you 
think?” 

No, I should think not — very likely not,” said 
Philip. But you may read those stories without 
knowing Greek. I’ve got them in English.” 

“ 0 but I don’t like reading ; I’d sooner have you 
tell them me. But only the fighting ones, you know.. 
Uy sister Maggie is always wanting to tell me stories 
they’re stupid things. Girls’ stories always 

• Oan you tell a good many fighting storieet 
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“ 0 yes,’* said Philip ; “ lots of them, besides the 
Greek stories. I can tell you about Bichard Coeur- 
do-Lion and Saladin, and about William Wallace, 
and Bobert Bruce, and James Douglas — 1 know’ no 
end.” 

“ You’re older than I am, aren’t you ? ” said Tom, 

“ Why, how old are t/ou f I’m fifteen.” 

“ I’m only going in fouiteen,” said Tom. “ Bui 
I thrashed all the fellows at Jacobs* — that’s where 
I was before 1 came lioie. And 1 beat ’em all at 
bandy and climbing. And I wish Mr Stelling would 
let us go fishing. I could show you how to fish. 
You could fish, couldn’t you ? It’s only standing, 
and sitting still, you know.” 

Tom, in his turn,* wished to make the balance dip 
in his favour. This hunchback must not suppose 
that his acquaintance with fighting stories put liim 
on a par with an actual fighting heio like Tom 
Tulliver. Philip winced under this allusion to his 
unfitness for active sports, and he answered almost 
peevishly — 

1 can’t bear fishing. 1 think people k>ok liko 
fools sitting watching a hue hour after hour— or 
else throwing and throwing, and catching nothing.” 

All, but you wouldn’t say they looked like fools 
when they landed a big pike, I can tell you,” said 
Tom, who had never caught anything that was 
‘‘big” in his life, but whose imag^ation was onihe 
stretch with indignant zeal for the honour of sport* 
Wakem’s son, it was plain, had his disagreeable' 
points, and must be kept in due oheok, Happ9;ft 
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(or the harmony of this first interview, they were 
now called to dinner, and Philip wah not allowed to 
develop farther his unsound views on the subjeot 
of fishing. But Tom said to himself, that was* 
just what he should have expected from a hunch- 
back. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE YOUNG IDEA." 

The altomations of feeling in that first dialogue 
between Tom and Philip continued to mark their 
intercourse even after many weeks of schoolboy 
intimacy. Tom never quite lost the feeling that 
Philip, being the son of a ^‘rascaV' was his natural 
enemy, never thoroughly overcame his repulsion to 
Philip’s deformity : he was a boy who adhered tena- 
ciously to impressions once received : as with all 
minds in which mere perception 'predominates over 
thought and emotion, the external remained to him 
rigidly what it was in the first .instance. But then, 
it was impossible not to like Philip's company when . 
ho was in a good humour; he could help one so 
well in one’s Latin exercises, which Tom regarded 
as a kind of puzzle that could only be found out by 
a lucky chance ; and he could tell such wonde^ 
fighting stories about Hal of the Wynd, for example) 
and other heroes who were especial favourites irith 
Tom, because they laid about them with heaty 
strokes. He had small opinion of Saladin, whose 
Boimitar could out a cushion in two injai instant; 
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who wanted to out oushions ? That was a stupid 
storyi and he didn’t care to hear it again. But when 
Bobert Bruce, on the black pony, rose in his stirrups, 
and, lifting his good battle-axe, cracked at once Ae 
helmet and the skull of the too-hasty knight at Ban- 
nockburn, then Tom felt all the exaltation of sym- 
pathy, and if he had had a cocoa-nut at hand, he 
would have cracked it at once with the poker. Philip 
in his happier moods indulged Tom to the top of his 
bent, heightening the crash and bang and fury of 
every fight with all the artillery of e2uthets and 
similes at his command. But ho was not always 
in a good humour or happy mood. Tlio slight spurt 
of peevish susceptibility which had escaped him in 
their first interview, was a symptom of a perpetually- 
recurring mental ailment — half of it nervous iirita- 
bility, half of it the heart-bitterness produced by the 
sense of his deformity. In these fits of susceptibility 
every glance seemed to him to be charged either 
with offensive pity or with ill-repressed disgust — at 
the very least it was an indifferent glance, and Philip 
felt indifference as a child of the south feels the chill 
air of a northern spring. Poor Tom’s blundering 
patronage when they were out of doors together 
would sometimes make him turn upon the well-mean- 
ing lad quite savagely ; and his eyes, usually sad 
and quiet^ would flash with anything but playful 
lightning. No wonder Tom retained his suspicions 
of the humpback. 

, Bqt Philip’s self-taught skill in drawing was 
another link between them ; for Tom found, to his 
disgust, that his new drawing-master pve him no 
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dogs and donkeys to draw, but brooks and mstio 
bridges and ruins, all with a general softness of 
black-lead surface, indicating that nature, if any^ 
thing, was lather satiny; and as Tom’s feeling for 
the picturesque in landscape was at present quite 
latent, it is not surprising that Mr Goodrich’s pro- 
ductions BGciued to him an uninteresting form of 
art. Mr Tulliver, having a vague intention that 
Tom should bo put to some business which included 
tlie drawing out of plana and maps, had complained 
to Mr Eiley, when he saw him at Mudport, that 
Tom seemed to bo learning nothing of that sort; 
whereu2)un that obliging adviser had suggested that 
Tom should have drawing -lessons. Mr Tulliver 
must not mind paying extra for drawing : let Tom 
be made a good draughtsman, and he would be able 
to turn his pencil to any purpose. So it was ordered 
tliat Tom should have drawing-lessons ; and whom 
should Mr Stulling have selected as a master if not 
Mr Goodrich, who was considered quite at the head 
of his profession within a circuit of twelve miles 
round King’s Lorton ? By which means Tom learned 
to make an extremely fine point to his pencil, and to « 
represent landscape with a '*broad generality,” '^hioh, 
doubtless from a narrow tendency in his mind to 
details, ho thought extremely dull. 

All this, you remember, happened in those daik 
ages when there were no sohools of design— -before 
schoolmasters were invariably men of sorupuloue 
integrity, and before the clergy were all men of 
enlarged minds and varied culture. In those loOi- 
favoured days, it is no fable that there were other 
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clergymen besides Mr Stelling who had nairow 
intellects and large wants, and whose income, by a 
logical confusion to which Fortune, being a female 
as well as blindfold, is peculiarly 'liable, was pro- 
portioned not to their wants but to their intellect— - 
with which income has clearly no inherent relation. 
The problem these gentlemen had to solve was to 
readjust the proportion between their wonts and 
their income ; and since wants arc not easily starved 
to death, the simpler method appeared to be — ^to 
raise their income. There was but one way of doing 
this ; any of those low callings in which men are 
obliged to do good work at a low price were forbid- 
den to clergymen: was it theii* fault if their only 
resource was to turn out very poor work at a high 
price? Besides, how should Mr Stelling be expected 
to kbow that education was a delicate and difficult 
business ? any more tlian an animal endowed with 
a power of boring a hole through a rock should be 
expected to have wide views of excavation. Mr 
Stelling’s faculties had been eaily trained to boring 
in a straight line, and he had no faculty to spare. 
But among Tom’s contemporaries, whoso &thers 
cast their sons on clerical instructioii to find them , 
ignorant after many days, there w^ero many far less 
lucky than Tom Tulliver. Education was almost 
entirely a matter of luck — usually of ill-luck — in 
those distant days. The state of mind in which you 
take a billiard-cue or a dice-box in your hand is one 
of.Bober certainty compared with that of old-fashioned 
bthexs, like Mr Tulliver, when they selected a school 
or a tutor for their *)sons. Excellent men, who had 
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b^en forced all their lives to spell on an impromptu- 
phonetic system, and having carried on a successful 
business in spite of this disadvantage, had acquired 
money enough to give their sons a better start in 
life than they had had themselves, must necessarily 
take their chance as to the conscieifce and the com- 
petence of the schoolmaster whose circular fell in 
their way, and appeared to promise so much more 
than they would over have thought of asking for, 
including the return of linen, fork, and spoon. It 
was happy for them if some ambitious draper of their 
acquaintance had not brought up his son to the 
Church, and if that young gentleman, at the age of 
four-and-twenty, had not closed his college dissipa- 
tions by an imprudent marriage : otherwise, these 
innocent fathers, desirous of doing the best for their 
offspring, could only escape the draper’s son by'hap- 
pening to be on the foundation of a grammar-school 
as yet unvisited by commissioners, where two or three 
boys could have, all to themselves, the advantages 
of a large and lofty building, together with a head- 
master, toothless, dim-eyed, and deaf, whose erudite 
indistinctness and inattention were engrossed by 
them at the rate of three hundred pounds a-head — a 
ripe scholar, doubtless, when first appointed ; but 
all ripeness beneath the sun has a further stage less 
esteemed in the market. 

Tom TuUiver, then, compared with many oilier 
British youths of Lis time who have since had to 
scramble through life with some fragments of more • 
or less relevant knowledge, and a great deal of 
strictly relevant ignorance, was Hot so very unhioky. 
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Mr Stelling was a broad-chested healthy mao, with 
the bearing of a gentleman, a conviction that a 
growing boy required a sutficicncy of beef, and .a 
certain hearty kindness in him tliat made him like 
to see Tom looking well and enjoying his dinner ; 
not a man of rotincd consqienco, or with any deep 
sense of the infinite issues belonging to everyday 
duties; not quito competent to his high ofiices;. 
but incompetent gentlemen must live, and without 
private fortune it is difiieult to see how they could 
all live genteelly if they liad nothing to do with 
education or government. -Besides, it uas the fault 
of Tom*s mental constitution that his faculties could 
not be nourished on the sort of knowledge Mr Still- 
ing had to communicate A boy borji with a defi- 
cient power of apprehending signs and ahstractions 
must sufler the ]ienalty of his congenital deficiency, 
just as if ho had been born \yith one leg shorter than 
the other. A method of education sanctioned by tlie 
long practice of our venerable ancestors was not to 
give way before the exceptional dulness of a boy 
who was merely living at tho time then present. 
And Mr Stelling was convinced that a boy so stupid 
at signs and abstractions must be stupid at evciy- 
liing else, even if that reverend gentleman could 
Ifave taught him everything else. It was the prac- 
tice of. our venerable auccstors to apply that ingeni- 
ous instrument the thumb-screw, and to tighten and 
tighten it in order to elicit non-existent facts ; they 
had a fixed opinion to begin with, that the facts were 
existent^ and what had they to do but to tighten 
the thumb-screw ? In like manner, Mr Stelling had 

VOL. L R 
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a fixed opinion that all boys with any capacity could 
learn what it was the only regular thing to teach ; 
if tliey were slow, the thunib-screw must be tightened 
— the exercises must bo insisted on with increased 
severity, and a page of Viigil be awarded as a pen- 
al ty^ to encourage and stimulate a too languid incli- 
nation to Latin vorso 

Neverthedoss the thumb-screw was relaxed a little 
during this socoiid half-year. Pliilip was so ad- 
vanced in liis studioHj and so apt, that Mr Stclling 
could obtain credit by his facility, uhich required 
little help, much more easily than by the trouble- 
some process of overcoming Tone's dulness. Gen- 
tlemen with broad chests and ambitious intentions 
do sometimes disappoint their friends by failing to 
carry the woild befoie them. Poihaps it is, that high 
achievements demand some other unusual qualifica- 
tion besides an unusual desire for high prizes ; per- 
liaps it is that those stalwart gentlemen are lather 
indolent, their diviniB })articulum aura being obstruct- 
ed from soaring by a too hcaity appetite. Some 
loason or other theie was why Mr Btelling defer- 
red tho execution of many spirited projects — why 
he, did not bcgiii tho editing of his Greek play, or 
any other work of scholarship, in his leisure liours, 
but, after turning the key of his private study 
with much resolution, sat down to one of Theodore 
Hook’s novels. Tom was gradually allowed to shuffle 
through his lessons with less rigour, and having 
Philip to help him, he was able to make some show 
of having applied his jnind in a confused and blun- 
dering way, without being cross-examined into a be- 
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trayal that his uiiud had been entirely neutral in tlie 
matter. He thought school much more bearable 
under this modifiqation of circumstances ; and he 
went on contentedly enough, picking up a promis- 
cuous education chiefly from things that were not 
intended as education at all. What was understood 
to be his education, was simply tho practice of read- 
ing, writing, and spelling, earned on by an elaborate 
appliance of unintelligible ideas, and by much fail- 
ure in the effort to learn by rote 

Heverthelesa, there was a visible improvement in 
Tom under this training; perhaps because ho was 
not a boy in tho abstract, existing solely to illiistrato 
the evils of a mistaken education, but a boy made 
of flesh and blood, with dispositions not entirely at 
the meioy of circumstances. 

There was a great imiirovcment in his bearing, 
for example, and sonic credit on this score was due 
to Mr Poulter, the village schoolnia8t(*r, who, being 
an old Peninsular soldier, w'as employed to dull Tom 
— a source of high mutual pleasure. Mr Poulter, 
who was understood by tho -company at the Black 
Swan to have once struck terror into the hearts 
of the French, was no longer personally formid- 
able. He had rather a shrunken ajipcaranco, and 
uas tremulous in the mornings, not from age, but 
from the extreme perversity of tho King’s Lorton 
boys which nothing but gin couid enable him to 
sustain with any firmness. Still, he carried himself 
with martial erectness, had his clothes scrupulously 
brushed, and his trousers tightly strapped ; and on 
the Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, when he 
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came to Tom, ho was always inspirod with gin 
and old memorioB, which gave him an ezooption- 
ally spirited air, as of a superannuated charger who 
hears the drum. The drilling-lessons were always 
protracted by episodes of warlilco narrative, much 
more interesting to Tom than Philip’s stories out of 
the Iliad; for there 'were no cannon in the Iliad^ 
and, besides, Tom had felt some disgust on learning 
that Hector and Achilles might possibly never have 
existed. But the Duke of Wellington was really 
alive, and Bony had not been long dead — ^therefore 
Mr Poultcr’s reminiscences of the Peninsular War 
were removed from all suspicion of being mythical. 
Mr PoT}lter, it appeared, had been a conspicuous 
figure at Talavcra, and had contributed not a little 
to the peculiar terror with which his regiment of 
infantry was regarded by the enemy. On afternoons, 
when his memory was more stimulated than usual, 
ho remembered that the Duke of Wellington had (in 
strict privacy, lest jealousies should be aw^akened) ex- 
pressed his esteem for that fine follow Poultcr. The 
very surgeon who attended liim in the hospital after 
lie had rocoived his gunshot w'ound, had been pro- 
foundly Ihipressed with the supeiiority of Mr Poul- 
ter’s flesh : no other flesh would have healed in any- 
thing like the same time. On less personal matters 
connected with the important warfare in which he 
had been engaged, Mr Poulter was more reticent, only 
taking caro not to give the weight of his authority to 
any loose notionsi concerning militaiy history. Any 
one who pretended to a knowledge of what oconrred 
at the siege of Badajos, was especially an object of 
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silent pity to Mr Poulter; he wished that prating 
person had been run down, and had the breath 
trampled out of him at the fiist go-off, as he him- 
self had — he might talk about the sioge of Badajos 
then I Tom did not escape instating his diilliiig- 
master occasionally, by his ciirioHity concerning 
other military matters than Mr Poulter’s personal 
experience. 

“ And General Wolfe, Mr Poulter ? wasn’t ho a 
wonderful fighter?” said Tom, who held the notion 
that all the martial heroes commemorated on the 
public-house signs were engaged in the war with 
Bony. 

Not at all ! ” said ]lfr Poulter, contemptuously. 
“Nothing o’ the sort! . . . Heads up!” ho added, 
in a tone of stern command, which delighted Tom, 
and ifiade him feel as if ho were a regiment in liis 
own person. 

“ No, no 1” Mr Poulter would continue, on coming 
to a pause in his discipline. “ They’d better not talk 
to me about General WoUe. lie did iiotliing but 
die of his wound : that’s a poor haction, I consider. 
Any other man ’ud have died o’ the wounds Pvo 
hadL .... One of my swoid-cuts ’ud ha’ killed. a 
fellow like General Wolfe.” 

“ Mr Poulter,” Tom would say, at any allusion to 
the sword, “ T wish you’d biing your sword and do 
tlie sword-exercise 1” , 

For a long while Mr Poulter only shook bis head 
in a significant manner at this request, and smiled 
patronisingly, as Jupiter may have done when Semelo 
urged her too ambitious request But one afternoon. 
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when a sudden sLower of lieavjr rain had detained 
Hr Foulter twenty minutes longer than usual at the 
Black Swan, the sword was brought — just for Tom 
to look at. 

“ And this is the real sword yon fought with in 
all the battles, Mr Foulter?” said Tom, handling the 
hilt. Has it ever cut a Frenchman’s head off?” 

“Head off? Ah! and would, if he'd had three 
heads.” 

“But you had a gun and bayonet besides?” said 
Tom. “ / should like the gun and bayonet best,; 
because 3'ou could shoot ’em first and spear 'em 
after. Bang! IVs-a-s!” Tom gave the lequisite 
pantomime to indicate the double enjoyment of pull- 
ing tlie trigger and thrusting the spear. 

“ Ah, but the sword’s the thing when you come 
to close figliting,’^ said Mr Poultor, involuntarily 
falling in with Tom’s enthusiasm, and drawing the 
swoid so suddenly that Tom leaped back with much 
agility. 

“ 0 but, Mr Poultor, if you’re going to do ihe 
exercise,” said Tom, a little conscious that ho had 
not stood his ground as became an Englishman, 
“ let mo go and call Philip. He'll like to see you, 
you know.” 

“ What ! tlio humpbacked lad ?” said Mr Foulter, 
contemptuously. “ What’s the use of his looking 
on?” 

“0 but ho knows a great deal about fighting,” 
said Tom, “ and how they used to fight with bows 
and arrows, and battle-axes.” 

**Let him come then. I’ll show him something 
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different from his bows and arrows,” said Mr Foulter, 
ooughuig, and drawing himself up, whilo he gave a 
little preliminary play to his wrist. 

Tom ran in to riiilip, who was enjoying his after- 
noon’s holiday at the piano, iu the drawing-room, 
picking out tunes for himself and singing them. Ho 
was supremely happy, perched like an amorphous 
bundle on the high stool, with his head tin own back, 
his eyes fixed on the opposite cornice, and his lips 
wide open, sending forth, with all his might, im- 
promptu syllables to a tune of Arne’s, wdiich had hit 
his fancy. 

• “Come, Philip,” said Tom, bursting in; “don't 
stay roaring 4a la ’ there — como and see old Poultcr 
do his sword-exercise in the cariiagc-houso I ” 

The jar of this interruption — the discord of Tom's 
toned coming across the notes to which Philip was 
vibrating iu soul and body, would have been enough 
to unhinge his temper, ovod if there had been no 
question of Poulter tho drilling-mastci ; and Tom, 
in the hurry of seizing something to say to prevent 
Mr Poulter from thinking ho was afiaid of the sword 
when ho sprang away fiom it, had aliglited on tins 
proposition to fetch Piiilip — though ho know well 
enough that Philip hated to hear him moutioii liis 
diilliug-lessons. Tom would never have done so in- 
considerate a thing except under tho severe stress of 
his personal pride. 

Philip shuddered visibly as ho paused from his 
music. Then turning rod, he said, with violent 
passion, — 

“Get away, you lumbering idiot! Don’t come 
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bellowing at mo — ^you’ro not fit to speak to anything 
but a cart-horse I ” 

It was not ‘ the first time Philip had been made 
augiy by him, but Tom liad never before been 
assailed with voibal missiles that ho understood 
so well. 

“ Pm fit to speak to sometliing better than you — 
you poor-spirited imp ! ” said Tom, lighting up im- 
mediately at Philip’s fire. “ You know I won’t hit 
you, because you’re no better than a giil. But I’m 
an honest man’s son, and your father’s a rogue — 
everybody sa^’s so I ” 

Tom flung out of the room, and slammed the door 
after him, made strangely heedless by his anger ; for 
to slam doors within tho hearing of Mrs Stelling, who 
was probably not fur off, w'as an otfence only to bo 
wiped out by twenty linos of Virgil. In fact," tliat 
lady did presently descend from her room, in double 
wonder at the noise and tlie subsequent cessation of 
Philip’s music. She found him sitting in a heap on 
tho hassock, and crying bittoily. 

“Wliat’s tho matter, Wakoin? What was tliat 
noise about ? Wlio slammed tho door ? ” 

Philip looked up, and hastily dried his eyes. It 
was Tulliver who came in .... to ask me to go 
out with him.” 

And what are you in trouble about?” said Mrs 
Stelling. 

Philip was not her favourite of tho two pupils ; he 
was less obliging than Tom, uho was made useful 
in many wuys. Still his father paid more than Mr 
Tulliver did, and she meant him to feel that she 
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behaved exceedingly well to him. Philip, however, 
mot lior advances towards a good understanding very 
much as a caressed mollusc meets- an invitation to 
show himself out of liis shell. Mrs Stelling was not 
a loving, tender-hearted woman : she was a woman 
whose skirt sat well, who adjusted her waist and 
patted her curls with a preoccupied air when she 
inquired after your welfare. Theso things, doubt- 
less, represent a great social power, but it is not the 
power of love — and no other power could win Philip 
from his personal reserve. 

Ho said, in aiisw'cr to her question, “ ]My tooth- 
ache came on, and made mo hysteiicjd again.” 

This had been the fact once, and ]*hilq) was glad 
of the recollection — it was like an nispiuilion to 
enable him to excuse his crying. Ho had to accept 
eau-de-cologne, and to lefuse cieosoto in conse-^ 
quenoo ; but that was easy. 

Meanwhile Tom, who had for tlio first time sent a 
poisoned arrow into Pliilip’s heart, had letiiined to 
the carriage-houso, where he found Mr Foultcr, with 
a fixed and earnest eye, w^asting tho perfections of his 
sword-exercise on piobably observant but inappre- 
ciative rats. But Mr Foultcr was a host in himself; 
that is to say, he admired liimself more than a whole 
army of spectators could have admiied him. He 
took no notice of Tom’s return, })eing too entirely 
absorbed in the cut and thrust — the solemn one, two, 
three, four; and Tom, not without a slight feeling of 
alarm at Mr Poulter’s fixed eye and hungry-looking 
sword, which seemed impatient for something else to 
out besides the air, admired the performanoe from as 
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groat a distance as possible. It was not until Mr 
Poulter paused and wiped the perspiiation from his 
forehead, that Torn felt the full charm of the sword- 
exercise, and wished it to be repeated. 

“Mr Poulter,” said Tom, when the sword was 
being finally sheathed, “ I wish you’d lend mo your 
Bwoid a little while to keep” 

“No, no, young gentleman,” said Mi Poulter, 
shaking his licad decidedly, “you might do youiself 
some mischief with it.” 

“No, I’m sure I wouldn’t — I’m sure I’d take care 
and not hint myself. I shouldn’t take it out of the 
sheath much, but I could ground arms with it, and 
all that.” 

“No, no, it won’t do, I tell you; it won’t do,” 
said Mr Poulter, picparing to depart. “What’ud 
Mr Stelling say to me ? ” 

“ 0, I say, do, Mr Poulter I I’d give you my 
five-sliilling i)ieeG if you’d let mo keep the sword 
a week. Look hero I ” said Tom, reaching out the 
attractively large round of silver. Tho young dog 
calculated tho olfcct as well as if ho had beim a 
philosopher. 

“ Well,” said Mr Poulter, with still deeper gravity, 
“ you must keep it out of sight, you know.” 

“ 0 yes. I’ll keep it under tho bed,” said Tom, 
eageily, “ or else at the bottom of my large box.” 

“ And let me sec, now, whether you can draw it 
out of the sheath without hurting yourself.” 

That process having been gone through more than 
once, Mr Poulter felt that he had acted with sera- 
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pulous oonsoientiousnoBR^ and said, Well, now, Mas- 
. ter TuUiver, if I take the oi own-piece, it is to make 
sure as you’ll do no miscliief with the sword.” 

“ 0 no, indeed, Mr Toni ter,” said Tom, delightedly 
handing him the crown-piece, and grasping the swoi-d, 
which, ho thought, might liavo been lighter with ad- 
vantage. 

“ But if Mr Stelling catches you carrying it in ? *' 
said Mr Foulter, pocketing the ci own-piece provi- 
sionally while he raised this new doubt. 

“ 0, ho always keeps in liis up-staira study on 
Saturday afternoons,” said Tom, wlio disliked any- 
thing sneaking, but was not . diKinoliiiod to a little 
stratagem in a worthy cause, he earned off the ' 
sword in tiiuinph, ini^ced with dn^ad — dread that 
ho might encounter Mr or Mrs Stelling — to his bed- 
rooih, where, after some consideration, he hid it in 
the closet behind some hanging clothes. That night 
he fell asleep in the thought that ho would astonish 
Maggie with it wdion she came — tie it round his 
waist with his rod comforter, and make her believe 
that tlie RW'Oid was Iiis own, and that ho was going 
to be a soldier. There was nobody but Maggie who 
would be silly enough to believe him, or whom he 
dared allow to know that he had a sword; and 
Maggie was really coming next week to see Tom, 
before she went to a boarding-school with Lucy. 

If you think a lad of thirteen would not have 
been so childisli, you must be an exceptionally wise 
man, who, although you are devoted to a civil call- 
ing, requiring you to look bland rather than formid- 
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able, yet never, since you had a beard, threw your- 
self into a martial attitude, and frowned before the 
looking-glass. It is doubtful whether our soldiers 
would bo maintained if there wore not pacific peo- 
ple at home who like to fancy themselves soldiers. 
War, like other dramatic* spectacles, might possibly 
cease for want of a “ public.” 



CHAPTEH V. 


MAGGIE S SECOND VISIT. 

This last breach between the two lads was not readily 
mended, and for some time they spoke to each other 
no more than was necessaiy. I'heir natural antipatliy 
of tempcranicnt made rcsentinont an easy passage to 
hatred, and in Philip the tiansition sbenied to iiavo 
begun : there was no malignity in liis disposition, 
but Ihere was a susceptibility that made him pecu- 
liarly liable to a strong sense of repulsion. The ox 
— we may venture to assert it on tlio authority of a 
great classic — is not given to use his teetli as an 
instrument of attack; and Tom was an excellent 
bovine lad, who lan at questionable objects in a truly 
ingenious bovine manner; but he had blundered on 
Philip’s tenderest point, and had caused him as much 
acute pain as if he had studied the means wdtli the 
nicest precision and the most envenomed spite. Tom 
saw no reason why they should not make up this 
quarrel as they had done many others, by behaving as 
if nothing had happened ; for though ho had never be- 
fore said to Philip tliat his father was a rogue, this 
idea had so habitually made part of his feeling as to 
the relation between himself and his dubious school- 
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fellow, wliom he could neither like nor dislike, that 
the more utterance did not make bucIl an epoch to 
him as it did to Philip. And he. had a right to say 
BO, when Philip hectored over him^ and called liim 
names. But perceiving that his first advances to- 
wards amity were not met, ho relapsed into his least 
favourable disposition towards Philip, and resolved 
never to appeal to him cither about drawing or ex- 
orcises again. They wore only so far civil to each 
other as was necessary to prevent their state of feud 
from being observed by Mr Stolling, who would have 
“ put down *' such nonsense with great vigour. 

When Maggie came, however, she could not help 
looking witli gi owing interest at the new school- 
fellow, although ho was the son of that wicked 
Lawyer Wakem, who made her father so angry. She 
had arrived in tlio middle of school-hours, and had 
sat by while Philip w(»nt through his lessons with 
Mr Stclliiig. Turn, some weeks ago, had sent her 
wold that Philip knew no end of stones — not stupid 
stones like heis ; and she was convinced now from 
her own obsen ration that he must be very clever : 
she hoped ho would think Acr rather clover too, when 
she .came to talk to him. Maggie, moreover, had 
rather a tendeniess for deformed things ; she pre- 
feired the wzy-nccked lambs, because it seemed to 
her that the lambs w^ioli were quite strong and well 
made wouldn't mind so much about being petted; 
and she was especially fond of petting objects that 
would think it very delightful to be petted by her. 
She loved Tom very dearly, but she often wished 
that he cared more about her loving him. 
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“ 1 think Philip Wakem seems a nioe boy, Tom,” 
she said, when they went out of the study together 
into the garden, to pass the interval before dinner. 
** He couldn’t chooso his father, you know ; and I’ve 
read of yory bad men who had good sons, as well as 
good parents who had bad children. And if Pliilip 
IS good, 1 think wo ought to bo the more Sony for 
him because his fatlier is not a good man. You hko 
him, don’t you ? ” 

“0, he’s a queer fellow," said Tom, curtly, “ and 
he's as sulky as can bo with mo, because I told him 
his fatlier was a logue. And I’d a nght to tell 
him so, for it was tiuo — and he began it, with call- 
ing mo names. But you stop heie by yourself a bit, 
Magsie, will you ? I’ve got something I want to do 
up-staiiB.” 

“'Can’t I go too ? " said Maggie, who, in this first 
day of meeting again, loved Tom’s shadow. 

“ No, it’s soiiiethiiig I’ll.tell you about by-and-by, 
not yet," said Torn, skipping away. 

In the aft ci noon the boys were at tlicir books in 
tlie study, prepaiing the morrow’s lessons, that they 
might have a holiday in the evening in honour of 
Maggie’s aiiival. Tom was hanging over his Latin 
grammar, moving his lips inaudibly like a stiict but 
impatient Catholic repeating his tale of patemoBters ; 
and Philip, at the other end of the room, was busy 
with two volumes, with a look of contented diligence 
that excited Maggie’s curiosity ; he did not look at 
all as if he were learning a lesson. She sat on a low 
stool at nearly a light angle with the two boys, 
watching first one. and then the other; and Phihpi 
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looking off his book onco towards the fireplace, 
caught tlie pair of questioning dark eyes fixed upon 
him. He thought this sister of Tnlliver's soemod a 
nice little thing, quite unlike her brother ; he wished 
he }iad a little sister. What was it, he wondered, 
that made Maggie’s daik eyes roniind him of the 
stoiios about piincesscs being turned into animals? 

I think it was that her eyes were full of 

unsatisfied intelligence, and unsatisfied, beseeching 
affection. 

“ I say, Magsie,” said Tom at last, shutting his 
books and putting them away with the energy and 
decision of a perfect master in the art of leaving off, 
I’ve done my lessons now. CVmio up-stairs with 
me. 

“ What is it?” said Maggie, wlien they were out- 
side the door, a slight suspicion crossing her mind 
as she reincnd)ered Tom s preliiiiinaiy visit up-stairs. 
“ It isn’t a trick you’re going to play mo, now ? ” 

“ No, no, Maggie,” said Tom, in his most coaxing 
tone ; “ it’s somotliing you’ll like ever so!* 

lie put his arm round her nock, and she put hers 
round his waist, and, twined togotlicr in this way, 
they went up-stairs. 

‘‘I say, Mjigsio, you must not tell anybody, you 
know,” said Tom, “ else I shall get fifty lines,” 

” Is it alive ? ” said Maggie, whose imagination 
liad settled for the moment on tlie idea that Tom kept 
a ferret clandestinely. 

“ 0, I slian’t tell you,” said ho. “ Now yon go 
into tliat corner and hide your face, while I reach it 
out,” he added, as he locked the bedroom door be- 
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hind them. I'll toll yon when to turn round. You 
musn’t squeal out, you know.” 

“ 0, but if you frighten me, I shall,” said Maggie, 
beginning to look rather serious. 

“ You won't be fnglitencd, you silly thing,” said 
Tom. “ Go and hide your face, and mind you don't 
peep.” 

Of course I shan’t peep,” said Maggie, disdain^ 
fully ; and she buried her face in the pillow like a^ 
person of strict honour. 

But Tom looked round warily as ho walked to the 
closet ; then ho stepped into the narrow space, and 
almost closed the door. Maggie kept her face buried 
without the aid of principle, for in that dream-sugges- 
tiye attitude she had soon forgotten wliero she was, 
and her thoughts wore busy with tlio poor deformed 
boy, who was so clever, when Tom called out, Now 
then, Magsie 1 ” 

Nothing but long meditation and preconcerted ar- 
rangement of effects could have enabled Tom to pre- 
sent so striking a figure as he did to Maggie when 
she looked up. Dissatisfied with the pacific aspect 
of a face which had no more than tlie faintest hint 
of flaxen eyebrow, together with a pair of amiable 
blue-grey eyes and round pink oheeks that refused 
to look formidable, let him frown as ho would before 
the looking-glass — (Philip had once told him of 
a man who had a horse-shoe frown, and Tom had 
tried with all his frowning-might to make a horse- 
shoe on bis forehead) — he had had recourse to that 
unf ailing source of the terrible, burnt cork, and had 
made himself a pair of black eyebrows that met in a 

YOL. I. B 
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satisfactory manner over Lis nose, and were matched 
by a less carefully adjusted blackness about tlie chin. 
Ho had wound a red handkerchief round his cloth 
cap to give it the air of a turban, and his red com- 
forter across his breast as a scarf— an amount of red 
which, with the tremendous frown on his bxow, and 
the decision with which he grasped the swoid, as he 
held it with its point resting on the ground, would 
^sulTice to convey an approximative idea of his fierce 
and bloodthirsty disposition. 

Maggie looked bewildered for a moment, and Tom 
enjoyed that moment keenly ; but in the next, she 
laughed, clapped her hands together, and said, “ 0 
Tom, you’ve made yourself like Bluebeard at the 
show.” 

It was clear she had not been struck with the 
presence of the sword — ^it was not unsheathed! Her 
frivolous mind rccpiircd a more direct appeal to its 
sense of the terrible, and Tom prepared for his 
master-stroke. Frowning with a double amount of 
intention, if not of cornigation, he (carefully) drew 
the sword from its sheath and pointed it at Maggie. 

0 Tom, please don’t,” exclaiiued Maggie, in a 
tone of suppressed dread, shrinking away from him 
into the opposite comer. I shall scream — I'm sure 
1 shall ! 0 don’t ! I wish I’d never come up-stairs I” 

The comers of Tom’s mouth showed an inclina- 
tion to a smile of complacency that was immediately 
checked as inconsistent with the severity of a great 
warrior. Slowly he let down the scabbard on the 
floor, lest it should make too much noise, and then 
said, sternly, — 
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“ Pm tlio Duko of Wellington ! ]\Iarch I ” stamp- 
ing forward with the liglit leg a little bent, and tho 
sword still pointing towards Maggie, who, trem- 
bling, and with teai -filled eyes, got upon tho bod, as 
the only means of widening tho space between them. 

Tom, happy in this spectator of his military per- 
formances, cYcn thougli tho spectator was only Mag- 
gie, proceeded, with the utmost exertion of his force,* 
to such an oxliibition of tiio cut and thrust as would 
nooossaiily bo expected of tho Duke of Wellington. 

“ Tom, I will nut bear it — I will scicain,” said 
Maggie, at tho first njo^Tiuent of tlio sword. “ You'll 
hint yourself; you’ll cut your head ofi‘I ” 

“One — two,” said Tom, resolutely, though at 
“two” his wiist trembled a little. “Three,” came 
more slowly, and with it the sword swung down- 
wards, and Maggie gave a loud shriek. The sword 
had fallen, witii its edge on Tom’s foot, and in a 
moment aftiT, lie liad fallen too. ]\Iaggie leaped 
from tho bed, still shucking, and immediately there 
was a rush of footsteps towards tho room. Mr Stell- 
ing, from hm up-stairs study, was the first to enter. 
Ho found both tho cliildron on tho floor. Tom had 
fainted, and Maggie was shaking him by the collar 
of his jacket, screaming, with wild eyes. She thought 
he was dead, poor child ! and yet she shook him, as 
if that would bring him back to life. Iii another 
' minute she was sobbing with joy because Tom had 
opened his eyes : she couldn’t soirow yet that ho 
had hurt his foot — ^it seemed as if all Lappiuess lay 
in Ids being alire. 



CHAPTEE VI. 


A LOVE SCENE. 

Foon Tom boro his sovore pain horoioally, and was 
resoluto in not “ telling ” of Mr Poulter more than 
was unavoidable : tlio five-shilling piece remained 
a secret even to Maggie. But there was a terrible 
dread weighing on his mind — so teirible that be 
dared not even ask the question wliich might bring 
the fatal “yes*’ — ho daied not ask the surgeon or 
Mr Stelliiig, ** Shall I bo lame, sir ? ” He mastered 
himself so as not to cry out at the pain, but when 
his foot had been dressed, and he was left alone with 
Maggie seated by his bedside, the children sobbed 
togetlii^r witli their heads laid on the s^aoie pillow. 
Tom was thinking of himself walking about on 
crutches, like the wheelwright’s son ; and Maggie, 
who did not guess what was in his mind, sobbed for 
company. It had not occurrod to the surgeon or to 
Mr S telling to anticipate this dread in Tom’s mind, 
and to reassure him by hopeful words. But Philip 
watched the surgeon out of the bouse, and waylaid 
Mr Stelling to ask the very question that Tom had 
not dared to ask for himself. 
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“ I beg your pardon, sir, — ^but does Mr Askem say 
Tullivor will b8 laiiio ? ” 

“ 0 no, 0 no," said Mr Stelling, “not permanently, 
only for a little while,” 

“ Did he tell Tullivor so, sir, do you think ? " 

“ No ; nothing was said to him on the subject." 

“ Then may I go and tell him, sir ? " 

“ Yes, to be sure : now you mention it, I daresay, 
ho may be troubling about tliat Go to his bedroom, 
but bo very quiet at present." 

It had been Philip's iiist thought when ho heard 
of the accident — “Will Tiillixer be* lame? It will 
bo very haid for biin if ho is " — and Toni’s hitherto 
unforgiven offences were washed out by that pity. 
Philip felt that they wore no longer m a state of 
repulsion, but weio being drawn into a common 
current of suffeiing and bad piivatiou. }iis imagi- 
nation did not dv\ ell on the outward calamity and 
its future efl'ect on Tom's life, but it made vividly 
present to him the piobablo state of Tom’s feeling : 
ho had oidy lived fourteen years, but those yeais 
had, most of tlicm, boon steeped in the senso of a 
lot irremediably hard 

. “ Mr Askern says you’ll soon bo all right again, 

Tullivor, did you know ? " ho said, rather timidly, as 
ho stepped gently up to Tom’s bed. “ I’ve just been 
to ask Mr Stelling, and he says you'll walk as well 
as ever again, by-and-by.” 

Tom looked up with that momentary stopping of 
the breath which comes with a sudden joy ; then 
he gave a long sigh, and turned his blue-grey eyes 
straight on Philip’s face, as ho had not done for a 
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fortnight or more. As for Maggie, this intimation 
of a possibility she had not thcflight of before, affcoted 
her as a new trouble ; the bare idea of Tom’s being 
always lame overpowered the assiiranco that such 
a misfuitiine was not likely to befall him, and she 
clung to him and ciicd afresh. 

“ Don't bo a little silly, Magsie," said Tom, ten- 
derly, feeling very b’-ave now. “ I shall soon get 
well." 

“Good-by, Tulliver," said Philip, putting out his 
small, delicate hand, which Tom clasped immediately 
with his moie substantial Angers. 

“ T say,” said Toni, “ask Mr Stelling to lot you 
come and sit with mo sometimes, till I get up again, 
Wakom — and tell mo about Kobert Bruce, you 
kiidw.” 

After that, Philip spent all his time out of school- 
hours with Tom and Jilnggie. Tom liked to hear 
Aghting stoiies as much as ever, but he insisted 
strongjly on tho fact that those gi’eat Aghtors, who 
did so many wonderful things and camo off uidiurt, 
wore exccdlcnt aimour fium head to foot, which 
made Aghting easy work, he consiilcred. lie should 
not have hurt his foot if ho had had an iron shoo, 
on. He listened with great interest to a new story 
of Philip’s about a man who had a very bad wound 
in his foot, and cried out so dreadfully with tho pain 
tliat his friends could bear with him no longer, but 
put him ashore on a desert island, with nothing but 
some wonderful poisoned airows to kill animals with 
for food. 

“ I didn’t roar out a bit, you know,” Tom said, 
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‘‘and I daresay xny foot was as bad as his. It’s 
cowardly to roar.” 

But Maggie would Have it that when anything 
hurt you very much, it was quite porraissiblo to cry 
out, and it was cruel of people not to bear it. She 
wanted to know if Pliiloctetcs had a sister, and wliy 
she didn’t go with liiin on the desert island and take 
care of liiio. 

One day, soon after Philip had told tliis story, ho 
and Maggie were in the study alone together while 
Tom’s foot was being dressed Pliilip waa at his 
books, and Maggie, after sannteiiiig idly round tlio 
room, not caring to do.auj'thing in paiticiilar, be- 
cause she would soon go to Tom again, went and 
loaned on the table near Philip to see what ho was 
doing, for they W'cre quite old friends now, and per- 
fectly at homo with each other. 

“What are you reading about in Greek?” she 
said, “It’s poetry — I can see that, because the 
lines arc so short.” 

“ It’s about Philoctetes — ^tho lame man I was tell- 
ing you of yesterday,” he answered, resting his head 
on his hand, and looking at her, as if ho were not 
at all sorry to bo interrupted. Maggio, in her absent 
way, continued to lean forward, resting .on her arras 
and moving her feet about, while her dark eyes got 
more and more fixed and vacant, as if she had quite 
forgotten Philip and his book. 

“ Maggie,” said Philip, after a minute or two, still 
leaning on his elbow and looking at her, “if you 
liad had a brother like me, do you think you should 
have loved him as well as Tom ? ” 
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Maggio started a little ou being roused from her 
reverie^ and said, ‘‘What?” Philip repeated his 
question. 

“ 0 yes, better,” she answered, immediately. “ No, 
not better ; because I don’t think I could love you 
bettor than Tom. But I should be so sorry — zo 
8orry for you.” 

Philip coloured : ho had meant to imply, would 
she love him as well in spite of his deformity, and 
yet when she alluded to it so plainly, he winced 
under her pity. Maggie, young as she was, felt her 
mistake. Hithcito she had instinctivoly liehaved as 
if she were quite unconscions of Philip’s deformity : 
her own keen sensitiveness and expeiience under 
family ciitieism sufficed to teach her this as well 
as if she had been directed by the most finished 
bleeding. 

“ But you are so very clever, Pliilip, and you can 
play and sing,” she added, quickly. “ I wish you 
were my bi other. I’m veiy fond of you. And you 
would stay at ho^ie with mo when Tom went out, 
and you would teach mo eveiything— wouldn’t you? 
Greek and everything ? ” 

“But you’ll go away soon, and go to school, 
Maggie,” said Philip, “and then you’ll forget all 
about me, and not care for me any more. And then 
I shall see you when you're grown up, and you’ll 
hardly take any notice of me.” 

“ 0 no, I sh^i’t forget you, I’m sure,” said Mag- 
gie, shaking her head very seriously. “I never 
forget anything, and I think about everybody when 
I’m away fiom them. I think about poor Tap — ^lie’s 
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got a lump in his thioat| and Liiko says he’ll die. 
Only don't you tell Tom, because it will vex him 
so. You never saw Yap : he’s a queer little dog — 
nobody caies about him but Tom and me.” 

“ Do you care as iimch about me as you do about 
Yap, Maggie?” said Philip, smiling latlicr sadly. 

“ 0 yes, I should tliink so,” said Maggie, laughing. 

“ I’m very fond of you^ Maggie ; I shall never for- 
get you,” said Philip, “and when I’m very unhappy, 
I shall always think of you, and wish I had a sister 
with dark eyes, just like yoiiis.” 

“ Why do you like my eyes ? ” said Moggie, w'oll 
pleased. She had never hoard any oiio but her 
father speak of lier eyes as if they had mciit. 

“ I don’t Jknow,” Mini Philip. “ They’ie not like 
any other eyes. They seem trying t«i speak — tiying 
to speak kindly. I don’t like other people to look at 
me much, but I like you to look at me, Maggie.” 

“ Why, I think you’re fonder of me than Tom is,” 
said Maggie, ratlier soiiowfully. Then, wondering 
how she could convince Philip tliat sho could like 
him just as well, altliough ho w'as crooked, she said, 

“ Should you like mo to kiss you, as I do Tom ? 
I will, if you like.” 

“ Yes, veiy much : nobody kisses mo.” 

Maggie put her arm round his neck and kissed 
him quite earnestly. 

“There now,” she said, “I shall always remember 
you, and kiss you when I see you again^ if it’s ever 
so long. But I'll go now, because I think Mr Ask- 
em’s done with Tom’s foot.” 

When their father came the sooond*time, Maggie 
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said to him, “0 father, Philip Wakem is so very 
good to Tom — ho is such a clover boy, and I do love 
him. And yon love him too, Tom, don’t yon ? Say 
you lovo him,” she added, entreatiiigly 

Tom coloured a littlo ns he looked at his father, 
and said, I shan't bo friends with him when I leave 
school, father ; but we’ve made it up now, since my 
foot has been had, and he’s tauglit me to play at 
draughts, iind T tan bccat him.” 

Well, well,” said Mr Tullivcr, “if he’s good to 
you, try and make him amends, and bo good to hm. 
He’s a poor crooked creatur, and takes after his dead 
mother. But don’t you be getting too thick with 
him — he’s got Ins father’s blood in him too. Ay, ay, 
the grey colt may chance to kick like his Idnck sire.” 

The jarring natures of the two boys effected what 
Mr Tulliver’s admonition alone might have failed to 
effect : in spite of Philip’s new kindness, and Tom’s 
answering regard in this time of his trouble, tliey 
never became close friends 'When Maggie was gone, 
and when Tom by-and-by began to walk about as 
usuid, the friendly warmth that had been kindled by 
pity and gratitude died out by degrees, and left them 
in their old relation to each other. Philip was often 
peevish and contemptuous ; and I'om’s more specific 
and kindly impressions gradually melted into the old 
background of suspicion and dislike towards him as 
a queer fellow, a humpback, and the son of a rogue. 
If boys and men are to bo welded together in the 
glow of transient feeling, they must be made of 
metal that will mix, else they inevitably fall asunder 
when the heat dies out. 



ClIAPTEIl VIT. 

THE GOLDEN GATES ARE PASSED. 

So Tom went on oven to tlie fifth half-year — fill he 
was turned sixteen — at Kind’s Lorton, while Maggie 
was growing, with a rapidity which her aunts con- 
sidered highly reprehensible, at Miss Fiiniss's boaid- 
ing-school in the ancient town of Laceham on the 
Floss, with cousin Lucy for her com])anion. In her 
early letters to Tom she had always sent her love to 
Philip, and asked many questions about linn, which 
weie answered by brief sentences about Tom's tooth- 
ache, and a turf-house which ho was helping to build 
in the garden, with other items of that kind. She 
was pained to hear Tom say in the holidays that 
Philip was as queer as ever again, and often cross : 
they were no longer very good fiiends, she per- 
ceived ; and when she reminded Tom that ho ought 
always to love Philip for being so good to him when 
Lis foot was bad, he answered, ** Well, it isn’t my 
fault: / don’t do anything to liim.” She hardly 
ever saw Philip during the remainder of their school- 
life; in the Midsummer holidays he was always away 
at the seaside, and at Cliristmas she could only meet 
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bim at long intervals in the streets of St Ogg’s. 
When tliey did meet, she remembered her promise 
to kiss him, but, as a young lady who had been at a 
boarding-school, she know now that such a gieeting 
was out of the question, and Philip would not expect 
it. The promise was void, like so many other sweet, 
illusory promises of our childhood; void as promises 
made in Eden befoio the seasons were divided, and 
when the stairy blossoms giow side by side with the 
ripening peach — impossible to bo fulfilled when the 
golden gates had been passed. 

But when their father was actually engaged in tlie 
long- threatened law’suit, and Wakem, us the agent 
at once of Pivart and Old Harry, was acting against 
him, even Maggie felt, with some sadness, that they 
were not likely ever to have any intimacy with 
Philip again: the veiy name of Wakem made* her 
father angry, and she had once heard him say, that 
if that crookbacked son lived to inheiit his father's 
ill-gottoii gains, there w'ould bo a curse upon him. 

Have as little to do with him at school as you can, 
my lad,” ho said to Tom ; and the command was 
obeyed tho more easily because Mr S telling by this 
time had two additional pupils ; for though this gen- 
tloDiaii's rise in tho woild was not of that meteor- 
like rapidity which the admirers of his extemporane- 
ous eloquence had expected for a preacher whose 
voice demanded so wide a sphere, he had yet enough 
of growing prosperity to enable him to increase his 
expenditure in continued disproportion to his income. 

As for Tom’s school course, it went on with mill- 
like monotony, his mind continuing to move with a 



THE MHiL ON THE FLOSS. 


286 


b1oW| half-stifled pulse in a mediutti of uninteresting 
or unintelligible ideas. But each vacation he brought 
home larger and larger drawings with the satiny 
rendering of landscape, and w^ator-colours in vivid 
greens, together with manuscript books full of ex- 
ercises and problems, in wliich tlio handwriting was 
all the finer because he gave his wliole mind to it. 
Each vacation he brought home a now book or two, 
indicating his progress tlirough din'erent stages of 
history, Chiistian doctiino, and Latin literature ; and 
tliat passage was not enllrely witliout result, besides 
the possession of the books. Tom's ear and tongue 
had become accustomed to a givat many words and 
phrases which aio understood to bo signs of an edu- 
cated condition ; and though he Lad nover really 
applied his mind to any one of Lis lessons, the 
lessons had left a deposit of vjigue, fragmentary, 
ineifectual notions. Mr Tulliver, seeing signs of 
acquirement beyond the reach of his own criticism, 
thouglit it was probably all light wdtli Tom's edu- 
cation : ho obsciwed, indeed, that there were no 
maps, and not enough “ summing ; ” but he made no 
foimal complaint to Mr Stelliiig. It w^as a puzzling 
business, this schooling ; and if ho took Tom away, 
where could be send him with better elTect? 

By the time Tom had reacbiMl his last quaiter at 
King’s Lorton, the years Lad made striking changes 
in him since the day wo sa^v liim returning from 
Hr Jacobs’ academy. Ho was a tall youth now, 
carrying himself without the least awkwardness, 
and speaking without more sbyness than was a be- 
coming symptom of blended diffidence and pride: 
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he wore his tail-coat and his stand-np collars, and 
watched the down on his lip with eager iinpatieuco, 
looking every day at his virgin razor, with which he 
had provided liiinsolf in the last holidays. Philip 
had already left — at the autumn quarter — that he 
might go to -tlio south for tho winter, for the sake of 
his health ; and this change helped to give Tom tho 
unsottled, exultant feeling that usually belongs to 
tho last mouths before leaving school. This quarter, 
too, there was soine hoiio of his father’s law-suit 
being decided : t/tat made the pi ospect of liome more 
entiicly ploasiirahlo. For Tom, who had gathered 
his view of the case fiom his fatlier's conveisation, 
had no doubt that Pivart would be beaten. 

Tom had not licaul anything from home for some 
weeks — a fact .which did not surpiiso him, for his 
father and niotliei were not apt to manifest their 
anectioii in nnnccessaiy letters — when, to his gieat 
surprise, on tho iiioining of a dark cold day near the 
end of Novcmlicr, ho was bild, soon after entering 
the study at nine o’clock, that his sister was in tho 
drawdng-ioom. It was Mrs Stelling who had come 
into the study to tell him, aud she left liim to enter 
tlic drawing-room alone. 

Maggie, too, was tall now, with braided and coiled 
hair: she w'as almost as tall as Tom, though she 
was only thiitoen ; and she really looked older thaiF 
ho did at that moment. Sho had thrown off her 
bonnet, her heavy braids were pushed back from her 
forehead, as if it would not bear that extra load, and 
her young face had a strangely worn look, as her 
eyes turned anxiously towards the door. When 
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Tom ontered she did not apeak, bnt only went np to 
him, put her anus round his neck, and kissed him 
earnestly. He was used to various moods of hers, 
and felt no alarm at the unusual seiiousucss of her 
greeting. 

“ Why, liow is it you’re come so early this cold 
morning, Maggie? Did you come in the gig?” 
said Tom, as she backed towards the sofa, and drew 
him to her sido. 

‘'Ho, I came by Uio coach. I’ve walked fiom tho 
turnpike.” 

“ But how is it you’re not at school ? The holi- 
days have not b<^gun yet?” 

“ Father wanted me at home,” said Maggie, with 
a shglit trembling of the lip. “ I came homo threo 
or four days ago.” 

“Isn’t my lather well?” said Tom, rather anx- 
iously. 

“ Hot quito,’^ said Maggie. “ He's very unhappy, 
Tom. The lawsuit is ended, and I came to tell 
you, because I thought it would be* better for you 
to know it before you came home, and I didn't like 
only to send you a letter.” 

“My father hasn’t lost?” said Tom, hastily, 
springing from tho sofa, and standing before Maggie 
witli his hands suddenly thrust in his pockets. 

“ Yes, dear Tom,” said Maggie, looking up at him 
with trembling. 

Tom was silent a minute or two, with his eyes 
fixed on the floor. Then he said — 

“ My father will have to pay a good deal of money, 
then ? ” 
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Yes,” said Mag^e, TaUier faintly. 

Well, it can’t be helped,” said Torn, bravely, not 
translating the loss of a largo sum of money into any 
tangible results. “ But my father’s very much vexed, 
I daresay ? ” he added, looking at Maggie, and think- 
ing that her agitated face was only part of her girlish 
way of taking things. 

“,Tes,” said Maggio, again faintly. Then, urged 
to fuller speech by Tom’s freedom from apprehension, 
she said loudly and rapidly, as if the words would 
burst from her, “ 0 Tom, he will lose the mill and 
the land, and everything; he will havo nothing 
left.” 

Tom’s eyes flashed out one look of surp>ise at her, 
before ho turned pale, and tiombled visibly. He 
said nothing, but sat dounri on the sofa again, looking 
vaguely out of the opposite window. 

Anxiety about the future had never entered Tom’s 
mind. His father had always ridden a good horse, 
kept a good hou.se, and had the cheerful, confident 
air of a man who has plenty of propoity to fall back 
upon, 'rom had never drcauied that his father 
would ** fail ; ” that was a form of misfortune which 
ho had always heard spoken of as a deep disgrace, 
and disgiacc was an idea that ho could not associate 
with any of Iris relations, least of all with his father. 
A proud sense of family respectability was part of 
the very air Tom had been bom and brought up in. 
He knew there were people in St Ogg’s who made a 
show without money to support it, and he had always 
heard such people spoken of by his own friends with 
contempt and reprobation. He bad a strong bdief, 
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which was a life-long habit, and required no definite 
evidence to rest on, that his father could spend a 
great deal of money if ho chose ; and since his edu- 
cation at Mr S telling’s had given him a more expen- 
sive view of life, ho liad often thought that when he 
got older ho would make a figuie in the woild, with 
liis horse and dogs and saddle, and other accoutre- 
ments of a fine young man, and show himself equal 
to any of liis contemporaries at St Ogg’s, who njight 
consider themselves a grade above him in society, 
because their fathers wcio profcssioiial men, or had 
large oil-niills. As to tlio piognoslics and head- 
shaking of his aunts and uncles, they had never pro- 
duced the least efibet on him, except to make him 
think that aunts and uiudcs weio disagreeable so- 
ciety : he had heard them find fault in much the 
same Way as long as ho could remember. Ills 
father knew better than the}’ did. 

The down had come on Toni's lip, yet his thoughts 
and expectations Lad been hitlicito only the repro- 
duction, ill changed foims, of tlio boyish dreams 
in which ho had Lved tliroo years ago. lie was 
awakened now wutli a violent shock. 

Maggie was frightened at Tom’s pale, trembling 
silence. There was something else to tell him — 
something worse. She threw her arms lound him 
at last, and said, with a lialf sob — 

“ 0 Tom — dear, dear Tom, don't fret too much — 
try and bear it well.” 

Tom turned bis cheek passively to meet her en- 
treating kisses, and there gathered a moisture in his 
eyes, which he just rubbed away with his hand. 

VOL. I. T 
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The action seemed to rouse him, for he shook him- 
self and said, I shall go home with you, Maggie. 
Didn't my father say I was to go ? ” 

“ No, Tom, father didn't wisli it,” said Maggie, her 
anxiety about his feeling helping her to master her 
agitation. What tvotf/d he do when she told him all ? 
“ But motlicr wants you to come — poor mother I — 
she ciics so 0, Tom, it's voiy dreadful at home.” 

Maggie’s lips gicw whiter, and she began to trem- 
ble almost as Tom liad done. The two poor things 
clung closer to each other — both trembling — the 
one at an unshapen fear, tlie other at the image of 
a terrible ceitauity. When Maggie spoke, it was 
liardly above a whisper. 

“ And . . . and .... poor fatlior . . .” 

Maggie could noL utter it But the susponse was 
intoloiable to Tom. A vague idea of going to prison, 
as a consequence of debt, was the shape his fears had 
begun to take. 

“ Wh«*ro’s my fallicr ? ” ho said, inqiationtly. 
“ Tell me, Maggie.” 

He’s at home,” said Maggie, finding it easier to 
reply to that question. But,” she added, after a 
pause, ^^iiot himself. ... He fell oil' his horse. . . . 

He lias known nobody but me ever since 

He seems to have lost bis senses 0, father, 

father . . . 

Witli these last words, Maggie’s sobs burst forth 
with tho more violence fur tlie previous struggle 
against them. Tom felt that pressure of the heart 
which forbids tears: he had no distinct vision of 
their troubles as Maggie had, who had been at 
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homo ; he only felt tho crushing weight of what 
seemed unmitigated misfoitune. IIo tightened his 
arm almost convulsively round Maggie as she sob- 
bed, but his face looked rigid and teailess — his 
eyes blank — as if a black cuitaiii of cloud had sud- 
denly fallen on bis i)ath. 

But Maggie soon checked herself abruptly : a single 
thought had acted on her like a staitling sound. 

“Wo must sot out, Tom — wo must not stay — 
f.ither will miss mo — wo must bo at tho tinnpiko 
at ton to meet tho coach.” »Siio said tins wilh 
hasty decision, nibbing her eyes, and using to soizo 
her bonnet. 

Tom at once felt the same impulse, and lose too. 
“ Wait a niinuto, Maggie,” he said. “ L must speak 
to Mr Stalling, and then wo’ll go ” 

lie thought ho must go to tho study whoi o the 
pupils wore, but on his way he mot Idr Stclling, 
who had licard from his wife that Maggie apjieaied 
to be in trouble when she asked for Jkt brotlioi ; 
and, now that ho thought tlio bi other and sister had 
been alone long enough, was coming to impure and 
offer his sympathy. 

“ Please, sir, I must go home,” Tom said, abruptly, 
as ho met Mr Stelhng in tho passage. “ I must go 
back with my sister diicctly. My father s lost his 
lawsuit — he's lost all his pioperty — and he's very ill.” 

Mr Stelling felt like a kiiid-hoart>Ml man; ho foie- 
saw a probable money loss for himself, but tliis had 
no appreciable share in his feeling, while he looked 
with grave pity at the brother and sister for whom 
youth and sorrow had begun together. When he 
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know how Maggie had come, and how eager she was 
to get hoiiio again, he hurried their departure, only 
whispering soiiiotliing to Mis Stelling, who had fol- 
lowed him, and who iinmcdiatoly left the room. 

Tom and ]^rag<»io weie standing on tlio door-stop, 
ready to set out, when Mis Stolling camo with a 
little basket, wbich she hung on Maggie’s arms, 
saying, ‘*Do remeiidier to cat something on tho 
way, deal ” ]\raggii**a heart went out tow^aids this 
woman wliom she had iiovor liked, mid slio kissed 
her Hihudly. It was the hrst sign within tho poor 
child of that new si'iiso whieh is tho gift of soriow 
— that susceptihility to the baro oiliccs of humanity 
which raises them into a bond of loving fellowship, 
as to haggard iiu'n among the icebergs tho mere pre- 
sence of an oidiiiary comrade stirs the deop foun- 
tains of affectinn. 

Ml »Stel1iiig put his hand on Tom’s shoulder and 
said, “God bless you, my boy: let mo know how 
you get on.” Then he jircssed Jlfaggio^s hand; but 
tlicro w'cic no audiblo good-lys. Tom had so often 
though l how joyful ho should be tho day lie left 
school “for good I” And now his school -years 
seemed like a holiday that had come to an end. 

The tw’o slight youthful figures soon grew indis- 
tinct on tho distant load — were soon lost behind tho 
proj'eciing hedgciow^ 

They had gone foi*th together into thoir new life 
of soriow, and they w'ould never more see the sun- 
shine iindimmod by remembered cares. They had 
entered tho thorny wilderness, and tho golden gates 
of their childhood had for ever closed beliind them. 



T£l£ DOWNI'AIjT^ 




CHAPTEE I. 

WHAT HAD HAPPENED AT HOME. 

When Mr Tiillivor first knew the fact that tlio law- 
suit was decided ngamst him, and that Pivart and 
Wakom wore trmmphaiit, cveiy one who liappened 
to observe him at the time thought that, for so con- 
fidont and liot-tempciod a man, ho boio the blow lo- 
markably well. He tlionght so himseir: lie thought 
ho was going to show that if Wakein or anybody else 
considered him ci ushed, they would Jind tliemselvos 
niistakon. lie could not leiiise to see that the costs 
of this piotractcd suit would take moro than he pos- 
sessed to pay tlieni ; but he appeared to himself to 
be full of expedients by which he could ward off any 
results blit such as were tolerable, and could avoid 
the appearance of breaking down in the world. All 
tiie obstinacy and doflanco of his nature, diivcu out 
of their old channel, found a vent for themselves in 
the immediate formation of plans by which he would 
meet his difficulties, and remain lilr TuUiver of Dorl- 
cote Mill in spite of them. There was such a rush 
of projects in his brain, that it was no wonder his 
face was flashed when he came away from his talk 
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with his attorney, Mr Gk)ro, and mounted his horse to 
ride home from Lindum. There was Furloy, who held 
the mortgage on the land — a reasonable fellow, who 
would see his own interest, MrTulliver was convinced, 
and who would bo glad not only to purchase the whole 
estate, including the mill and homestead, but would 
accept Mr Tulliver ns tenant, and bo willing to ad- 
vance money to be repaid witli high inteiest out of 
the piofits of the business, which would bo made 
over to him, Mr Tulliver only taking enough barely 
to maintain himsedf and his family. Who would iio- 
gloct such a profitable investment ? Certainly not 
Fnrley, for Mr Tulliver had determined that Furley 
should meet his plans with the utmost alacrity ; and 
there are men whoso brains have not yet been dau> 
gerously heated by the loss of a lawsuit, who are 
apt to see in their own interest or desires a motive 
for other men’s actions. Tlicie was no doubt (in the 
miller’s mind) that Finley would do just what was 
desirable ; and if be did — why, things would not bo 
BO very much worse. Mr Tulliver and his family 
must live nioio meagrely and humbly, but it would 
only be till the profits of the busiiiesB bad paid off 
Furley’s advances, and that might bo while Mr Tul- 
liver had still a good many years of lifo before him. 
It was clear that the costs of the suit oould be paid 
without his being obliged to turq out of his old place, 
and look like a ruined man. It was certainly an 
awkward moment in his affairs. Thoro was that 
suretyship for poor Biloy, who had died suddenly last 
April, and left his friend saddled with a debt of two 
hundred and fifty pounds — a.faot which had helped 
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to make Mr Tulliver’s banking book less pleasant 
reading than a man might desire towards Christmas. 
Well I he had never been one of those poor-spiiitcd 
sneaks who would refuse to give a lielping hand to a 
fellow-traveller in this puzzling world. The leally 
vexatious business w'as the fact that some months 
ago the creditor who had lent him the five hundred 
pounds to repay Mrs Glegg, had become uneasy 
about his money (sot on by Wakem, of course), and 
Mr Tulliver, still confident that he should gain his 
suit, and finding it eminently inconvenient to raise 
the said sum until tliat desiiahlo issue had taken 
place, had laslily acceded to tlic doinand that ho 
should give a bill of sale on his household fiiiTiituro, 
and some other oficcls, as secuiity in li(*ii of tluj bond. 
It was all one, ho had said to hi in self : ho should 
soon' pay off the money, and theio was no luirm in 
giving that sccuiify any more than another. But 
now the consequences of this bill of sale occurred to 
him in a now light, and he loraembered that the time 
was close at hand, when it would be enfoiccd unless 
the money vroTc repaid. Two months ago he would 
have declared stoutly that he w'ould never bo be- 
holden to his wife’s friends ; but now ho told himself 
as stoutly that it was nothing but i-iglit and natural 
that Bessy should go to the Pullets and explain the 
thing to them : they would hardly let Bessy’s fur- 
niture be sold, and it might bo security to Pullet if 
he advanced the money — there would, after all, be 
no gift or favour in the matter. Mr Tulliver would 
never have asked for anything from so poor-spirited a 
fellow for himself, but Bessy might do so if she liked. 
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It is precisely the proudest and most obstinate 
men wlio aie the most liable to shift their position 
and contradict themselves in this sudden manner : 
eyoi'ything is easier to them than to face the simple 
fact that they have been thoroughly defeated, and 
must begin life anew. And Mr Tullivor, you per- 
ceive, though notliing moie than a superior miller and 
maltster, was as pioiid and obstinate as if ho had 
boon a very lofty porsonago, in whom such disposi- 
tions might bo a souico of that conspicuous, far- 
echoing tragedy, winch sweeps tho stage in regal 
robes, and makes tho dullest chronicler sublime. 
The piido and obstinacy of millers, and other insig- 
nificant people, wlnmi you pass unnoticingly on the 
load evoiy day, liave their tragedy too ; but it is of 
that unwept, hidden sort, that goes on from gener- 
ation to generation, and leaves no record — uuch 
tragedy, peiliaps, as lies in the conflicts of young 
souls, hungry hn* joy, under a lot mado suddenly 
hard to them under tho dieariness of a homo where 
the moining biings no promise with it, and wlieio 
tho uncxpcctant discontent of worn and disappointod 
parents weighs on tho children like a damp, thick 
air, jn which all the functions of life are depressed ; 
or such tragedy as lies in tho slow or sudden death 
that follows on a bruised passion, though it may be 
a death tliat finds only a parish funoral. There are 
certain animals to which tenacity of position is a law 
of life — they can never floui-ish again, after a single 
wrench : and there are certain human beings to 
whom predominance is a law of life — they can only 
sustain humiliation so long as they can refuse to 
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believe in it, and, in tlicir own conception, predom- 
inate Btill. 

Mr Tullivcr was still prciloininating in bis own 
imagination as be approached St Ogg’s, through 
which ho had to pass on his way homeward. Ihit 
what was it that suggested to him, as ho saw the 
Lacuham coach entering the town, to follow it to the 
coach-office, and got the clerk there to write a letter, 
requiting Maggie to coino liomo the very next day ? 
Mr Tiilliver s own hand shook too much under liis 
excitement for him to wiite liimself, and ho wanted 
the letter to bo given to the ciiaclinian to deliver at 
Miss Firniss's school iii the inoining Tlieio was a 
ciMving which he wouhl not account for to liimself, 
to have Maggie near him — wilhoiitih hiy — sho must 
come back by the coach to-morrow. 

To Mrs Tiilliver, wh(*n he got home, he would 
admit no difficiilti^^s, and scolded du\Mi her burst of 
grief on hearing that the lawsuit was lost, by angry 
assertions that thoio was nothing to grieve about. 
He said nothing to her that night about the bill of 
sale, and the application to MrsTullet, for he had kept 
her in ignorance of the nature of that transaction, and 
had explained the necessity for taking an invcntoiy 
of the goods as a mattei connected with his avill. 
The possession of a wife conspicuously one’s infeiior 
in intellect, is, like other high privileges, attended 
with a few inconveniences, and among the rest, with 
the occasional necessity for using a little deception. 

The next day Mr Tulliver was again on horseback 
in the afternoon, on his way to Mr Gkin^s office at 
St Ogg’s. Gore was to have seen Furley in the 
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morning, and to have sounded him in relation to 
Mr Tulliver s affairs. But ho had not gone half-way 
when lie met a cleik from Mr Gore’s office, who was 
bringing a l(‘tter to Mr Tulliv or. Mr Gore had been 
pi evented by a sudden call of biiKincss from wait- 
ing at his office to see Mr Tulliver, acconling to 
appointment, but would be at his office at eleven 
to-morrow nioining, and iiicanwhilo had sent some 
important information by letter. 

“ 0 ! ” said IMr Tulliver, taking the letter, but not 
opening it. “ Tlien tell Gore I’ll see him to-morrow 
at edeven ; ” and ho turned his hoi sc. 

The cleik, struck with Mr Tullivei’s glistening 
excited glance, looked after him for a few moments, 
and then rode away. The i cading of a letter was 
not tlie affaii of aii instant to Mr Tulliver j lio took 
in the sense of a statement very slowly through ’the 
medium of written or even printed cliaractcrs ; so he 
liad put tlio letter in his pocket, thinking he W'ould 
open it in his ai mohair at homo. But by-aiid-by it 
occurred to him that there might he something in 
the letter Mrs Tulliver must nor know about, and if 
so, it would be better to keep it out of her siglit 
altogether. Ho stopped ins horse, took out the letter 
and read it. It was only a shoit letter ; the sub- 
stance was, tliat Mr Gore bad ascei-taiiied, on secret 
but sure authority, that Kiirlcy had boon lately much 
straitened for money, and had parted witli his secur- 
ities — among the rest, tlie moitgngc on Mr ’Tulliver’s 
property, which he had transferred to Wakem. 

In half an hour after this, Mr Tulliver’s own wag- 
goner found him lying by the roadside insensible, 
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with ail open letter near him, and his grey horse 
snuffing uneasily about liim. 

When Maggie reached homo that evening, in obe- 
dience to lier father's call, he was no longer insen- 
sible. About an hour before, he had become coii- 
Bciuus, and after vague, vacant looks aiound him, liad 
muttered something about “ a letter,” which he jire- 
sently repeated iinpatientl}' At the instance of Mr 
Turnbull, the medical man, Goie’s lettei was bi ought 
and laid on the bed, and the previous iiniuitienco 
seemed to be allayed. The siiicken man lay for 
some time with his eyes fixed on llin lottcT, as if ho 
W’oi'o trying to knit up his thoughts by its helfi. 
But presently a new uave of nienioiy seemed to have 
come ajrid swept the other away ; ho tnincd his eyes 
from tlie letter to the door, and after looking uneasily, 
as if stiiving to see something his eyes were too 
dim for, he said, ‘‘ The little wench.” 

Ho repeated tlio words impatiently from time to 
time, aiipearing entirely unconscious of everything 
except this one importunate want, and giving no sign 
of knowing liis wife or any one else ; and poor klrs 
Tulliver, her feeble faculties almost paralysed by 
this sudden accumulation of troubles, w'ont back- 
wards and forwards to tho gate to seo if the Lace- 
ham coach were coming, though it was not yet time. 

But it camo at last, and sot down tho poor anxious 
girl, no longer tho “little wcncli,” except to her 
fathq^'s fond momory. 

“ 0 mother, what is tho matter ? ” Maggie said, 
with pale lips, as her mother came towai'ds her cry- 
ing. She didn’t think her father was ill, because the 
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letter had come at his dictation from the office at St 
Ogg’s. 

But Mr Turnbull came now to meet her: a medical 
man is the good angel of the troubled house, and 
Maggie lan towards tlie kind old fiiend, whozQ she 
remembered as long as slie could remember anything, 
with a trembling, questioning look. 

“ Don’t alaim yourself too much, my dear,” he 
said, taking licr liand. “ Your father lias had a 
sudden attack, and has not quite recovered his 
memory. But ho lias been asking fui you, and it 
will do linn good to see you. Keeii as quiet as you 
can ; take oif your things and Como up-stairs with 
me.” 

IMaggio obeyed, with that ten-ible beating of tho 
heart v\hich makes existence seem simply a jiainful 
pulsation. The veiy quietness with which l^Ir Turn- 
bull spoke liad fiightened her susceptible imagina- 
tion. Her fatlier s oy(*s w’eio still turned uneasily 
towaids the door when sh<‘ enteied and mot tho 
stiaugc, yearning, helpless look that liad been seek- 
ing her in vain. AVitli a sudden flash and movement, 
he raised liimself in the bed — phn jushed towards 
him, and clasped him with agonised kisses. 

Poor child I it was very early for her to know one 
of those supreme moments in life wdiou all we have 
hoped or delighted in, all we can ^lead or endure, 
falls away from our regard as insignificant — ^is lost, 
like a trivial memoiy, in that simple, primitive Jove 
whicli knits us to the beings who have been nearest 
to UR, in their times of helplessness or of anguish. 

But that flash of recognition had been too groat a 
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strain on the father’s bruised, eiifeeblecl powers. 
He sank back again in renewed insensibility and 
rigidity, which lasted for many hours, and was only 
broken by a ilickciiug return of consciousness, in 
which he took passively everything that was given 
to him, and seemed to have a sort of infantine satis- 
faction in Maggie’s near presence— such satisraetiun 
as a baby has when it is roturnod to the nurse's lap. 

Mrs Tullivcr sent for her sistois, and there was 
much wailing and lifting up of hands below stairs : 
both uncles cand aunts saw that the min of ]>cssy and 
her family was as conipleto as they liad ovei foic- 
boded it, and tlicre was a general family sense that 
a judgment had fallen on Mr Tnllivei, ivliich it would 
bo an impiety to counteract by too much kindness. 
But Maggie lieiird little of this, scaicely ever leav- 
ing her father's bedside, where she sat opposite him 
with her hand on his. IMis Tullivcr ivaiited to 
have Tom fetched home, and seemed to bo llinik- 
ing more of her boy oven than of lici Inisbaml ; but 
the aunts and uncles opposed this. Tom was 
better at school, since Mr Tuinbull said there was 
no immediate danger, he believed. But at the end 
of the second day, when Maggie had become moie 
accustomed to her fathci’s tits of insensibility, and 
to the expectation that he would rovivo from them, 
the thought of Toni had become urgent with her too; 
and when her mother sate ciying at night and say- 
ing, “My poor lad .... it’s nothing but light he 
should come homo ; ” Maggie said, “ Let me go for 
him, and tell him, mother : I’ll go to-morrow morn- 
ing if father doesn’t know me and want me. It 
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would be SO hard for Tom to come home and not 
know anything about it beforehand.” 

And the next morning Maggie went, as we have 
seen. Sitting on the coach on their way home, the 
bi other and sister tallced to each other in sad, inter- 
rupted whispers. 

“ Tliey say Mr Wakem has got a iiiortgago or 
BomethiiJg on tho land, Tom,” said Maggie. “It 
W'as tho letter with that news in it that mado father 
ill, tliey think.” 

“ I believe that scoundrel's been planning all 
along to ruin my fatliei,” said Tom, leaping fioin tho 
vaguest inipressiona to a doiiuitc conclubion. “ I’ll 
inako him tecl for it when I’m a man. Mind 
you never speak to Tliilip again.” 

“ 0, Tom I ” said Maggie, in a tone of sad remon 
stranoc ; but she had no spirit to dispute anything 
then, still less to vox Tom by opposing him. 



CHAPTEE IL 


MRS TULLIVEB’s TERAPIIIM, OB HOUSEHOLD GODS. 

WirEN the coacli set down Toni and Mngj^io-, it wns 
five hours since she had started from lionin, and slio 
was thinlcing with some trcmliling that her father 
had perhaps missed her, and asked for “ the little 
wench ” in vain. Kho thought of no other cliango 
that might have linppcned. 

She huiriod along tho giavol-walk and ontored 
the house before Torn ; but in tho cntiance she was 
startled by a strong smell of tobacco. The jiailour 
door was ajar — that was where the smell caino fiom. 
It was very strange : could any vi.sitor be smokiiig 
at a time like this ? AVas liei mother there ? If so, 
she must be told tliat Tom was come. Maggie, 
after this pause of surprise, wns only in tho act of 
opening tlie door when Tom came up, and they both 
looked into tho parlour together. There was a coarse, 
dingy man, of whoso face Tom had some vague re- 
collection, sitting in his father’s chair, smoking, with 
a jug and glass beside him. 

The truth flashed on Tom’s mind in an instant. 
To “ have tho bailiff in the house,” and to be sold 

VOL. I. u 
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up,” were phrases which ho had been used to, eyen 
as a little boy : they wore part of the disgrace and 
misery of “ failing,” of losing all one’s money, and 
being ruined — sinking into the condition of poor 
working people. It seemed only natural this should 
happen since bis father bad lost all his property, 
and he thought of no more special cause for this par- 
ticular form of misfortune than the loss of tlie law- 
suit. But the immediate presence of tliis disgrace 
was so much keener an experience to Tom than the 
worst form of apprehension, that lie felt at tliis 
moment .as if liis ical trouble had only jus# begun ; 
it was a touch on the irritated nerve compared with 
its spontaneous dull aching. 

How do you do, sir ? ” said the man, taking the 
pipe out of his mouth, with rough, embarrassed 
civility. The two young startled facos made him a 
little uncomfortable. 

But Tom tunied away hastily without speaking : 
the sight was too hateful. Maggie had not under- 
stood the appearance of this stranger, as Tom had. 
She followed him, whispoiing, “ Wlio can it be, Tom? 
— what IS the matter ? ” Then, with a sudden un- 
defined dread lest this stranger might have some- 
tliitig to do with a change in her father, she rushed 
up-stairs, checking herself at the bedroom door to 
throw off her bonnet, and enter on tiptoe. All was 
silent there : lier father was lying, heedless of every- 
tliiug around him, with his eyes closed as when she bad 
left him. A servant was there, but not her mother. 

“Where’s my mother?” she whispered. The 
servant did not know. 
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Maggie hastened out, and said to Tom, “ Father 
is lying quiet : let us go and look for my mother. I 
wonder where she is.” 

Mrs Tulliver was not dowu-stairs — not in any of 
the bedrooms. There was but one room below the 
attio which Maggio had left uiiscarchod : it was the 
store-room, where her mother kept all her linen and 
all the precious best things ” that wero only un- 
wrapped and brought out on special occasions. Toni, 
preceding Maggie as they I'etiinicd along the'pass- 
age, opened tlie dour of this room, and immediately 
said, “Mother!” 

Mrs Tulliver was seated there with all her laid-up 
treasures. One of the lincn-chcsls was open : the 
silver teapot was unwrapped fiom its many folds of 
paper, and the best china was laid out on the top of 
the dlosed linen-cheat; spoons and skewers and ladles 
wero spread in lows on the shelves ; and tlie poor 
woman was shaking her head and w'coping, with a 
bitter tension of the mouth, over the mark, “Elizabeth 
Dodson,” on the coriior of somotable-clotlis she held 
in her lap. 

She dropped them, and started up as Tom spoke. 

“ 0 my boy, my boy I ” she said, clasping him 
round the neck. “ Jo think as I should live to see 
this day I We're ruined .... everything's going 
to bo sold up .... to think as your father should 
ha' married mo to bring mo to this I We’ve got 
nothing .... we shall be beggars .... we must 
go to the workhouse . . . 

' She kissed him, then seated herself again, and 
took another table-cloth on her lap, unfolding it a 
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little way to look at the pattern, while the children 
stood by in mute wretchedness — their minds quite 
filled for the moment with the words “ beggars ” and 
“ workhonse." 

“ To tbiiik o* these cloths as I spun myself," she 
wont on, lifting things out and turning them over 
with an excitc'ment all the moie strange and piteous 
because the stout blond woman was usually so pas- 
sive : if she had boon ruffled before, it was at the sur- 
face merely: “and Job llaxey wove *cm, and brought 
the piece home on his back, as I remember standing 
at the door and seeing him come, befoie I over thought 
o* marrying your father I And the pattern as I chose 
myself— and bleached so beautiful, and I marked 'em 
so as nobody over saw such maiking — they must cut 
tlio cloth to g(*t it out, for it's a paiticular stitch. 
And tlicy'ie all to be sold — and go into strange 
people’s liouses, and perhaps bo cut with the knives, 
and wore out before I*ni dead. You’ll never have 
ono of 'em, my b(»y,” she said, looking up at Tom 
with her eyes full of tears, “and T meant 'em for you. 
I wanted you to have all o' ibis pattern. Maggie 
could have had the largo check — it never shows so 
well when the dish(»a are on it." 

Tom was touched to the quiqjt, but there was an 
angry leaf'tiun iininediately. His face flushed as he 

BJiid — 

“lint will my aunts let them bo sold, mother? Do 
they know about it ? They'll never let your linen 
go, will they ? Haven’t you sent to them ? ” 

“ Yes, 1 sent Luke directly they’d put the bailies 
in, and your aunt Pullet's been — anj, 0 dear, 0 dear. 
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she cries so, and says yonr fatlicris disgraced my 
family and made it the talk u’ the cuniitiy j and 
she'll buy the spotted cloths for herself, booiiuso 
she's never had so many as she wanted o' tliat pat- 
tern, and they shan’t go to strniigors, but she s got 
more checks a’roady nor sho can do Avith.” (Hci-e 
Mrs TuUiver began to lay back the table-cloths in 
the chest, folding and stroking them automatically.) 
‘‘And your uncle Glegg’s been too, and he says 
things must be bought in for us to lie down on, but 
he must talk to your aunt; and they’re .all coming 
to consult. . . . But I know they’ll uono of ’em 

take my chany,” sho added, tinning towards the 
cups and saucers — “for they all found fault >vilh 
'em when I bought 'em, ’causo o’ the small gold 
sprig all over ’em, between tlio flowers. But there’s 
none of ’em got better chany, not oven your aunt 
Pullet hoi self, — and I bought it avi’ iny own money 
as I'd saved over since I was tinned fifteen; and 
the silver teapot, too — your father never paid for 
'em. And to think as ho should h» married me, and 
bi ought mo to this.” 

Ml'S Tullivcr buist out crying afresh, and sho 
sobbed with her handkerchief at her eyes a few 
moments, but then removing it, she said in a de- 
precating way, still half-sobbing, as if she were 
called upon to speak before she could command lior 
voice — 

“ And I did say to him times and times, ‘ What- 
iver you do, don't go to law' — and what mr^ro could 
I do? I've had to sit by while my own fortiu's 
been spent, and what should ha’ been my children's. 
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too. You'll have niver a penny, my boy .... but 
it isn't your poor mother’s fault." 

She put out one arm towards Tom, looking up at 
him piteously with her helpless, cliildish blue eyes. 
The poor lad wont to her and kissed her, and she 
clung to him. For the first time Tom thought of 
his father with some leproacli. Uis natural inclina- 
tion to blame, hitherto kept entirely in abeyance to- 
wards his father by tho predisposition to think him 
always right, simply on tho ground that 1)0 was Tom 
Tulliver’s father — was turned into this new channel 
by his motlior’s plaints, and with his indignation 
against Wakem there began to mingle some indig- 
nation of another soit. Perhaps his father might 
have helped biinging tliem all down in the world, 
and making people talk of them with contempt ; but 
no ono should talk long of Tom Tullivcr with Con- 
tempt Tho natuial strength and firmness of his 
nature was beginning to asseit itself, urged by the 
double stimulus of resentment against his aunts, and 
tho sense that he must behave like a man and take 
care of his motlier. 

Don't fret, motlier," he said, tenderly. “ I shall 
soon be able to get money : 1 11 get a situation of 
6on\e sort." 

“ Bless you, my boy ! " said Mrs Tulliver, a little 
soothed. Then, looking round sadly,' “ But I 
shouldn't ha’ minded so much if we could ha' kept 
die things wi’ my name on 'em." 

Maggie had witnessed this scene with gathering 
anger. The implied reproaches against her father — 
her father, who was lying there in a sort of living 
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death — neutralised all her pity for griefs about table- 
cloths and china ; and her auger on her father’s ac- 
count was heightened by some egoistic resentment 
at Tom’s silent concurrence with her motlicr in shut- 
ting her cut frem tlio cemmou calamity, t^ho had 
become almost indifTcrent to licr mother’s habitual 
depreciation of her, but sIio was keenly alive to any 
sanction of it, however passive, tluit she might sus- 
poot in Tom. Poor IVL^ggio w ns by no means made 
up of unalloyed devotoilness, but put foith large 
claims for hciself where she loved strongly. She 
burst out at hist in an agitated, aliuost violent tone, 
“ Mother, how can you talk so? as if you oaied only 
for things with your name on, and not for what has 
my fatlioi’s nainc too — and to care about any tiling 
but dear father himself I — wlien he’s lying there, and 
may never speak to us again. Tom, you ought to 
say so too — ^}’ou ought not to let any one find fault 
with my father.” 

Maggie, almost choked with mingled giief and 
anger, left the room, and took her old placo on her 
father’s bed. Her lieait ^veut out to him witli a 
stronger movement tlian over, at the thought that 
people would blame him. Maggie hated blame : she 
bad been blamed all her hfe, and nothing had como of 
it but evil tempers. Her father had always defended 
and excused her, and her lo\mg remembrance of liis 
tenderness was a force within her that would enable 
her to do or bear anything for his sako. 

Tom was a little shocked at Maggie’s outburst — 
telling Urn as well as his mother what it was right 
to do I She ought to have learned bettor than have 
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those hectoring, assuming manners, by this time. But 
he presentlyjnrent into his father’s room, and the sight 
there touched him in a way that cflaccd the slighter 
impressions of tlio piCAUoiis hour. Wlien Maggio saw 
how ho was moved, slio went to him and put her aim 
round his neck as lie sat by tlio bod, and the two 
children forgot everything else in the sciiso that they 
had one father and one sorrow. 



CHAPTER III. 


THE FAMILY COUNCIL. 

It was at eleven o’clock tlio next morning that the 
aunts and uncles came to hold thoit consultation 
TliO iiio was lighted in the laigo parlour, and poor 
Mrs Tulliver, vith a confuscMl impression that it 
was a great occasion, like a funeral, unbagged the 
bell-Topo tassels, and unpinned the cuitains, adjust- 
ing them in piopor folds — ^looking round and shak- 
ing her head sadly at the polished tops and legs 
of the tables, which sister Pullet herself could not 
accuse of insufficient biightncss. 

Mr Deane was not coming — ho was away on busi- 
ness ; but Mrs Deane appeared punctually in that 
handsome new gig with the head to it, and the 
liyery-servaut diiving it, which had thiown so clear 
a light on several tiaits in her character to some of 
her female friends in St Ogg's. Mr Deane had been 
advancing in the world as rapidly as Mr Tulliver 
had been going down in it; ami in Mrs Deane’s 
house the Dodson linen and plate were beginning 
to. hold quite a subordinate position, as a mere sup- 
plement to the handsomer articles of the same hind, 
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purchased in recent years: a change which had 
caused an occasional coolness in the sisterly inter- 
course between her and Mrs Glcgg, who felt that 
Susan was getting “ like the rest/' and there would 
soon be little of the true Dodson spirit surviving 
except in herself, and, it might bo hoped, in those 
nephews who su^ipoiiicd the Dodson name on the 
family land, far away in tho Wolds. People who 
live at a distance are naturally less faulty than those 
iiiimediatoly under our own eyes; and it seems su- 
perfluous, wlicn wo consider tho remote geographi- 
cal position of tho Ethiopians, and how very little 
the (Greeks liad to do with them, to iiiquiie fuithor 
why lloinor calls them “ blameless." 

Mis Deane was the first to arrive ; and when slio 
had taken her seat in tho Large jiailour, [Mrs Tulli- 
ver camo down to her with her comely face a ‘little ' 
distorted, iieaily ns it would havo been if sho had 
been crying : sho was not a woman wlio could shed 
abundant tears, except in moments wlien the pros- 
pect of losing her furniture became unusually vivid, 
but sho fedt huw' unfitting it was to be quite calui 
under picsent CircuinstaiiceB. 

0 sister, what a w'orld this is ! ” she ezolaimed 
as she enteied ; “ w'h'at trouble, 0 dear I " 

Mis Deane was a thin-lipped woman, who made 
small well-considcied speeches on peculiar occasions, 
repeating them afterwards to her liusband, and ask- 
ing him if she had not spoken very properly. 

“ Yes, sister,” she said, deliberately, “ this is a 
changing world, and we don’t know to-day what 
may happen to-morrow. But it’s light to be pre* 
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pared for all things, and if trouble’s sent, to re- 
member as it isn’t sent without a cause. I'm very 
sorry for you as a sister, and if the doctor ordois 
jelly for Mr^Tulliver, T hope you’ll let lae know : 
ni send it willingly. For it is but ^ght ho should 
have proper attendance while he’s ill.” 

“Thank you, Susan,” said Llrs Tiilliver, rather 
faintly, withdrawing her fat hand from licr sister’s 
tliin one. “ But there’s been no talk o* jelly yet.” 
Then after a moment’s pause she added, “ Tiiere’s a 
dozen o’ cut jelly-glasses up-staiis ... I shall 
niver put jelly into ’em no more ” 

. Her voice was lather ngilatcd as she uttered tlio 
last words, but the sound of ulieels diverted lier 
thoughts. Mr and Mis Clegg weie come, and wero 
almost immediately followed hy Mr and IMis Pullet. 

41 Mrs Pullet entered crying, as a coinpondums 
mode, at all times, of expiessing what were her 
views of life in general, and what, in biief, w^cre 
the opinions she held concerning the xiarticulai case 
before her. 

Mrs Olegg had on her fuzziest front, and gar- 
ments which appealed tp have had a recent resur- 
rection from rather a croasy form of buiial ; a cos- 
* tuine selected with tlio liigh moial purpose of instil- 
ling perfect humility into Bessy and her childicu. 

“ Mrs G., won't you come nearer the fire ?” said 
her husband, unwilling to take the more comfortable 
seat witliout offering it to her. 

“ You see I’ve se&ted myself hero, Mr Glegg,” 
returned this superior woman ; “you can roast your- 
self, if you like.'* 
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“Well/’ said Mr Glegg, seating liimself good- 
humouiedly, “ and how’s the poor man up-stairs ? ” 

“ ^ Tuinbull thought him a deal better this 
moiniBg,” said Mrs Tulliver ; “ he took more notice, 
and spoke to me ; hut he’s never known Tom yet — 
looks at the poor lad as if ho was a stranger, though 
he said something once about Tom and the pony. 
The doctor says his memory’s gone a hmg way 
back, and lie doesn’t know Tom because he’s think- 
ing of liitii when lie was little. Eh dear, eh dear ! ” 

“I doubt it's the water got ou his brain,” said 
aunt Pullet, turning round fioin adjusting her eap in 
a melancholy w'ay at the pier-glass. “It’s much if 
he evei gvts up again ; and if he does, he’ll most 
like bo chihlish, as Mi Carr was, poor man I They 
fed him witli a spoon as if he’d born a babby for 
three year. He’d quite lost the use of his litnbs 
but then he’d got a Hath chair, and somebody to 
draw liiin ; and tluit’s what you won’t have, I doubt, 
llessy.” 

“ Sister Pullet,” said Mrs Glogg, severely, “if T 
understand right, wo’vo come togetlier this morning 
to advise and consult about what’s t(> be done in this 
disgrace as lias fallen upon the family, and not to 
talk o’ people as don’t bolong to us. Mr Carr was * 
nono of our blood, nor noways conneoted with us, as 
I’ve over beared.” 

“ Sister Olegg,” said Mrs Pullet, in a pleading 
tone, drawing on her gloves again, and stroking the 
fingers in an agitated manner, “if you’ve got any- 
iliing disrespectful to say o’ Mr Carr, I do beg of 
you as you won’t say it to me. I know what he 
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was/^ she added, with a sigh ; his breath was 
short to that degree as 7011 could hoar liim two 
looms off.*' 

“ Sophy I ” said Mrs Glegg, with indignant dis- 
gust, “ you do talk o’ people’s complaints till it’s 
quite uiideceiit. But I say again, as I said beforo, 1 
didn't come away from home to talk about acquaint- 
ance, wliotber tliey’d slioit breath or long. If wo 
aien’t come together for one to hear what the other 
’ull do to save a sister and her children from tho 
parish, I shall go back. One can’t act without the 
other, 1 supjioso ; it isn’t to bo expected as I should 
do ovorythiiig. * 

“Well, Jane,” said Mrs Pullet, “I don't see as 
you’ve bc*on so very forrard lat doing. Ho far as I 
know, this is tho fiisi time as hero you've been, since 
Alt’s been known as the hailifTs in the house ; and I 
was hero yesterday, and looked at all Bessy’s linen 
and things, and I told lier I’d buy in the spotted 
table-cloths. T couldn’t siieak faiicr ; for as for the 
teapot as she doesn’t want to go out 0’ the family, it 
stands to seiiso I can’t do with two silver teapots, 
not if it hadn't a strait spout — ^but tho spotted damask 
I was allays fond on.” 

“ I wdsli it could bo managed so as my teapot and 
cliany and the best castois needn’t be put up for 
sale,” said poor Mrs Tulhvcr, besoecliingly, “and 
tho sugar-tongs, ihe first things over I bought.” 

“ But that can’t be lielped, you know,” said Mr 
Glegg. “ If one o’ the family chooses to buy ’em in, 
they can, but. one thing must be bid for as well as 
another.” 
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And it isn’t to ho looked for,” said uncle Fullet, 
with unwonted independence of idea, “ as your own 
family should pay more for things nor thoyll fetch. 
They may go for an old song by auction.” 

“ 0 dear, 0 dear,” said Mrs Tullivcr, “ to tliink o’ 
my chany being sold i’ that way — and I bought it 
when I was man icd, just as yoiiKlid yours, Jane and 
Sophy : and I know you didn’t like mine, because o' 
the sprig, but I was fond of it ; and tliero's never 
boou a bit broke, for I’vo washed it myself — and 
tliero’s the tulips on the cups, and the roses, as any- 
body might go and look at 'cm for pleasure. You 
wouldn’t like tfour chany to go for an old song and 
bo broke to pieces, though yours has got no colour 
in it, Jane — it’s all white and fluted, and didn't cost 
so much ns mine. And there's the castors — sister 
Doano, I can't think but you’d like to have the* cas- 
tors, f<»r I've hoard you say they're pretty.” 

Well, I’ve no objection to buy some of tho best 
things,” said Mrs Deano, rather loftily ; “ we can do 
with extia things in our house.” 

Best things I ” exclaimed Mrs Olegg with seve- 
rity, which liad gatlioied intensity from her long 
silence. “It diives me past patience to hear you 
all talldng o’ best things, and buying in this, that, 
and tlie other, such as silver and chany. You must 
biing your mind to your circumstances, Bessy, and 
not be thinking o’ silver and chany ; but whether 
you shall got so much as a flock bod to lie on, and 
a blanket to cover you, and a stool to sit on. You 
must remember, if you get ’em, it’ll be because your 
friends have bought 'em for you, for you'ro depend- 
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OTit upon them for everything; for your husband lies 
tliere helpless, and hasn’t got a penny i’ the world to 
oall his own. And it’s for your own good 1 say this, 
for it’s right you should fool what your state is, and 
what disgrace your husband’s brouglit on your own 
family, as you've got to look to for everything— and 
bo humble in your mind.” 

Mft Glogg paused, for speaking with much energy 
for the good of others is naturally exlinusting. Mrs 
Tulliver, alwa 3 ^s borne down by tlie family predo- 
tiiinanco of sister Jane, who had made her wear the 
yoke of a younger sister in very tender years, said 
pleadingly — 

“ I’m sure, sister, I’ve never asked anybody to do 
any tiling, only buy things as it 'ud be a pleasure to 
’em to have, so as they mightn’t go and bo spoiled 
i’ strange houses. I never asked anybody to buy thc^ 
things in for mo and my children ; though there’s 
the linen I spun, and I thouglit when Tom was born 
— I thought one o' tlio first things when ho was 
lying i’ the cradle, as all the things I'd bought wi’ 
my own money, and been so caiei'ul of, ’ud go to 
him. But I’ve said nothing as I wanted my sisters 
to pay their money for me. What my husband has 
done for hiz sister’s unknown, and we should lia’ 
been better off this day if it hadn’t been as he’s lent 
money and never asked for it again.” 

“ Come, come,” said Mr Glcgg, kindly, “ don’t let 
us make things too dark. Wliat’s done can’t be un- 
done. Wo shall make a shift among us to buy what’s 
sufficient for you; though, as Mrs G. says, they must 
be useful, plain tilings. We mustn’t be tliinking o’ 
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wliat’s unneceBBaiy. A table, and a chair or two, 
and kitchen things, and a good bed, and siichlike. 
Wliy, I've seen the day when I shouldn’t ha’ known 
myself if I’d lain on sacking i'stead o' the floor. 
Wo got a deal o’ iisoless things about us, only be- 
cause we’ve got the money to spend.” 

Mr Ologg,” said Mis G., “ if you’ll be kind 
enough to lot mo speak, i’stead o* taking the ^ords 
out o’ niy mouth — I was going to say, Bessy, as it's 
line talking for you to say as you’ve never asked us 
to buy anything for you ; h^t me tell you, you ought 
to have asked us. Pray, liow ai e you to bo purvidcd 
for, if your own family don’t liolp you ? You must 
go to the parish, if they didn’t. And you ought to 
know that, and keep it in mind, and ask us humble 
to do what wo can for you, Pstcad o' saying, and 
paking a boast, as you’ve never asked us for •any- 
thing.” 

“ You talked o’ the Mosses, and what Mr Tulli- 
ver’s done for ’em," said uncle Pullet, who became 
uniiBiinlly suggestive where advances of money were 
concerned. “ Haven’t theg been anear you ? They 
ought to do soinothing, as well^as other folks ; and 
if he’s lent 'em money, thoy ought to be made to pay 
it back.” 

“Yes, to ho sure,” said Mrs Deane; “I've been 
tliinkiiig so. How is it Mr and Mrs Moss aren’t here 
to meet us ? It is but right they should do their 
share.” 

“ 0 dear I ” said Mrs Tulliver, “ I never sent ’em 
word about Mr Tulliver, and they live so back’ard 
among the lanes at Basset, they niver hear anything 
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only when Mr Moss comes to market. But I niver 
gave 'em a thought. I wonder Maggie didn’t, 
tliough, for she was allays so fond of lier aunt 
Moss.” 

‘‘ Wliy don’t your children como in, Bessy ? ” said 
Mrs Pullet, at tho montitm of Lfaggio. “ They 
should hoar what their aunts and uiiulcs have got to 
say: and Maggie — A^ien il’s nio as havo ]»aid for 
half her schooling, she ought to think nioro of her 
aunt Pullet nor of aunt Mobses. T may go olT sud- 
den wlien T got homo to-day — tliore s no telling.” 

“If I’d had ''ay,” wiid ]dis Olegg, “tho 
childroii ’lid ha’ heen in the loom fiom llm fiist. 
It’s time they knew who they’\o to look to, and 
it’s light as somrhodi/ should tulle to ’em, and let 
’em know their condition i' life, and wliat thoy'io 
come down to, and make ’em iecl as they’ve got to 
Bufler for their fathei’s faults.’’ 

“Well, I’ll go and fetcli yni, sister,” said Mis 
Tidlivcr, lesigiiodly. She wa.s <[iiite eiiished now, 
and thought of tin* ti I'asiireH in tho stoical oom with 
no other feeling than blfiiik doKiuiir. 

She went iiii-stiiiis to frtrh Tom and Maggie, ho 
wore both in their father's lofnn, and was on her 
way dow'ii again, w’hen the eight of tho storc-rooin 
door suggested a new thought to Iut. Slie went 
towards it, and left the childicii to go down by the ui- 
SclvcB, 

The aunts and uncles appeared to havo heen in 
warm discussion wdien tho brother and sister entered 
— both with Bhrinking leluctance ; for though Tom, 
with a practical sagacity' which had been roused 

VOL. I. X 
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into activity by tbo strong stiinnlus of the new 
emotions lie had undergone since yesterday, had 
been turning over in his. mind a plan which he 
meant to propose to one of his aunts or uncles, 
ho felt by no means amicably towards tliem, and 
dreaded mooting them all at once as he would have 
dreaded a largo dose of concontiatcd physio, which 
was but just oiiduniblo in sipall draughts. As for 
Maggie, she \vas jx'culiaily de^ircsscd tliis UiOiuing: 
she had been called up, after brief rest, at tliroe 
o'clock, and had that stiango dreamy weariness 
which conics fioin watching in a sick-ioom through 
the cliill hoiiis ofcaily twilight and breaking day — 
in which the- outside daylight life seems to have no 
iinpoitance, and to be a mere max gin to the houis 
111 tlio daikciicd cliambcr. Tluur entrance iiiter- 
luptcd the con vei sat ion The shaking of hands was 
a UK laiiclioly and silent ceremony, till uncle Pullet 
obsci\od, as Tom apjiniached him — 

“ Well, yiinng sn, wc'vo been talking as we should 
want your pen and ink ; yon can wiit(» rarely now, 
after all your schooling, 1 should think.” 

“A}, ay,” said undo (xlcgg, with admonition 
uhicli he meant to bo kind, wo must look to seo 
the good of all this schooling, as your father’s sunk 
so much money in, now — 

' W'hon land is gone and money spent, 

Then learning is most oxccllont.' 

Now’s the timo, Tom, to lot us see the good o* your 
learning. Lot us soo whether you can do be1;f;er 
than I can, as have mode my fortin' without it. ' But 
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1 began wi’ doing Tvitli littlo, you soo : I could live 
on a basin o’ porridge and a crust o’ bread-and- 
clieese. But I doubt higb living and liigh loariiiiig 
^ull mako it harder for you, young iiiaii, nor it was 
for me.” 

“But ho must do it,” interposed aunt Qlogg, 
energetically, “ whether it’s hard or no. lie hasn’t 
got to consider what’s hard ; ho must consider as ho 
isn't to trusten to his fiiends to keep him in idle- 
ness and luxury : h(^ s got to bear the A nits of his 
father’s misconduct, and biing Ins mind to faro hard 
and to woik haid. And ho 'must bo huinblo and 
gratoful to his aunts and uncles for wdiat they ro 
doing for his mother and father, as must be turned 
out into tlic streets and go to tlio workliouso if they 
didn’t help ’om. And his sister, too,” continued 
Mrs -Olegg, looking severely at Maggie, who had 
sat dowu on the sofa by her aunt Deano, diawn to 
her by the senso tliat slio was Lucy's mother, “ she 
must mako up lier mind to bo hunible and work; 
foi there'll be no servants to wait on her any more — 
slio must remember tli.it. bho must do the work o’ 
the liouso, and she must respect and love her aunts 
as Lave dune so mucli for lior, and saved their mom y 
to leave to their noplioys and mooes.” 

Tom was still standing before the table in the 
centre of the gioup. There was a lioightenod colour 
in Ids' face, and he was very f.ir from looking 
humbled, but ho was jireparing to s.iy, in a respeot- 
iul tono, something ho had previously meditated, 
when the door opened and his mother re-entered. 

Poor Mrs Tulliver hod in her hands a small tray, 
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on which slie had placed her silver teapot, a speci- 
men teacup and saucer, the casters, and sugar- 

tOllffB. 

“ See here, sister,** slio said, looking at Mrs Deane, 
as she set the tiay on the (able, “ 1 thought, peihaps, 
if you looked at the teapot again — it*a a good while 
since you saw it — you might like the pattern better: 
it makes beautiful tea, jind tliero's a stand and every- 
thing : V)u Jiiiglit use it for oveiy«day, oi else lay it 
by for L/ue.y Avhen she goes to housekeeping. I 
should ]fQ so loth for 'em to buy it at the Golden 
Tiion,** said the poor woman, her heart swelling, and 
the leans coining, *‘iny teajiot as I bought when I 
was mail Led, and to think o’ its being sciatched, and 
sot Ixifore the tiavellois and folks, and my letters on 
it — see here, IC. D. — and eveiybody to sco 'em.'* 

“Ah, dear, dear!’* said aunt Pullet, shaking her 
hea»l witli deep sadness, “it’s very bad — to think 
o' the family initials going about eveiywhcre — it 
niver w'as so before : you’re a veiy unlucky sister, 
Bessy. But what’s tlie use o’ buying the teapot, 
when theie’s the linen and spoons and evoiytliing 
to go, and some of ’em with your full name — and 
when, it’s got that stiaight spout, too.” 

' “ As to disgrace o' the family,” said Mrs Glegg, 
“ that can’t be helped wi’ buj iiig teapots. The dis- 
grace is, for one o’ the family to lia’ married a man 
as has brought her to beggary. The disgrace is, as 
they'ie to bo sold np. We can’t binder tlie country 
fiom knowing that.” 

Maggie bad started up fiom the sofa at the 
allusion to her father, but Tom saw her action and 
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flushed face in time to prevent her fix)m speaking. 
“ Be quiet, Maggie,” he said, autlioritativoly, push- 
ing her asida It was a reniaikable niniiifestalion 
of self-command and practical judgment in a lad of 
fifteen, tliat when his aunt Glegg ceased, Ijo began 
to speak in a quiet and n^spcctful maiiTuT, tlioiigh 
with a good deal of trembling in his voice ; for his 
niotliei’s words had cut him to the quick. 

“Then, aunt,” ho said, looking stiaight at klrs 
Glegg, “if you think it's a disgrace to tlio family 
that wo should bo R(»ld up, wouldn’t it b(» better to 
picvcnt it altogether? And if you and lU}'- aunt 
Pullet,” ho contiiiuod, looking at the lalter, “ think 
of leaving any money to nio and Ma^-gio, wouhln’t 
it be better to give it now, and pay tlio debt we’re 
going to be sold up for, and save my inotlier from 
parting with her furnituio?” 

Theio was silence for a few moments, for oveiy 
one, including Maggie, was astonished at Torn’s 
sudden manlmesB of lone. Uncle Glegg was tlie 
first to speak. 

“Ay, ay, young man — come now! You show 
some notion o’ things. But theio’s the interest, 
you must remember ; your aunts get five per cr*nt on 
llieir money, and they’d lose tliat if they advanced 
it — you liaveii’t thought o’ that.” 

“ I could woik and pay that every year,” said 
Tom, promptly. “I’d do anything to save my mother 
from parting with her things.” 

“Well done!” said Uncle Glegg, admiringly. 
He had been drawing Tom out, ratlier than reflect- 
ing on the practicability of his proposal. But he 
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had produced tlie unfortunate roRult of initatiiig 
his wife. 

“Yes, Mr GloggI*' said tlrat lady, with angry 
sarcaBin, “It’s ploasant work for you to bo giving my 
money away, as you’ve pretended to leave at ray own 
disposial. And my money, as was my own father's 
gift, and not yours, Hilr Glegg; and I’ve saved it, and 
added to it myself, and had more to put out almost 
every y(»ar, and it’s to go and bo sunk in otlier folk’s 
furniture, and eiicouiage ’em in luxury and extrava- 
gance as they’ve no means of supporting ; and I’m to 
alter my will, or have a codicil made, and leave two 
or three hundred less behind mo when I die — mo as 
have allays done light and been careful, and the 
ehlest o’ tlio family ; and my money’s to go and bo 
squandered on them as have had the same chance as 
me, only they’ve been wicked and wasteful. Sister 
Pullet, you may do as you like, tnnd you may let 
your liusband lob you back again o’ the money he’s 
given you, but that isn’t my spcjrrit.” 

“La, Jane, howfieiy you are I” said Mrs Pullet. 
“ I’m sure you’ll have the blood in your head, and 
have to bo cupped. I’m sony for Bessy and her 
ohildreii — I’m sure I think of ’em o’ nights dreadful, 
for I sleep very bad wi’ tliis new medicine: but 
it's no use for mo to think o’ doing anything, if you 
won’t meet me half way.” 

“Why, there’s this to be considered,” said Mr 
Cllegg. “ It’s no use to pay off this debt and save 
the furniture, when there’s all the law debts behind, 
as ’ud take every shilling, and more than could be 
made out o’ land and stock, for I’ve made that out from 
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Lawyer Goro. We’d need save our money to keep 
the poor man with, instead o’ spending it on furni- 
ture as he can neither cat nor diink. You will be 
so hasty, Jane, as if 1 didn’t know what was reason- 
able.” 

“ Tlien speak accordingly, Mr Glogg ! ” said his 
wife, with slow, loud emphasis, bonding her head 
towards him signiBcaiitly. 

Tom’s countenance lifid fallen during this conver- 
sation, and his lip quivered ; but ho was detei-mined 
not to give way. Ho would behave like a man. 
Maggie, on the contrary, after lim- inoiinuitary de- 
light in Tom’s speoch, Imd rc^lapscd into lier stato 
of trembling indignation. Her inothor had been 
standing close hy Tom’s side, and Imd £eeu cling- 
ing to Ills arm ever since he had last spoken : Maggie 
suddenly started up and stood in fiont of them, her 
eyes flashing like the eyes of a young lioness. 

“Why do you come, then,” she bin st out, “talking, 
and interfering wdth us and scolding ns, if you don't 
moan to do anything to ludj) my^poor mother — your 
own sister — ^if you’ve no feeling for lier wli;ou she’s 
in trouble, and won’t pait with anything, though 
you would never miss it, to save her from pain ? 
Keep away from us then, and don’t come to find 
fault with my father — ^he was better than any of you 
— ^lie was kind — he would have helped you, if you 
had been in trouble. Tom and I don’t ever want 
to have any of your money, if you won’t Kelp my 
mother. We’d rather not have it 1 we’ll do without 
you.” 

Maggie, having hurled her defiance at aunts and 
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uncles in this way, stood still, with her large daik 
eyes glaring at them, as if she were ready to await 
all GonsoqucncGS. 

l^Irs Tiillivcr was frightoned; there was some- 
thing pnrtoTitous in this inaJ outbreak ; she did not 
see how life could go on aftci it. Tom was vexed ; 
it was no use to talk so. The aunts weie silent with 
snrpriHO for some moinents. At length, iii a case of 
abci ration such as tins, cominonf picscnted itself as 
moio ex]]cdient than any answer. 

“ You haveirt seen tho end 0/ your trouble wi’ 
fliat child, Bossy,” said Mis Pullet ; she’s beyond 
eveiy tiling tor boldness and unthankfLiluess. It’s 
dreadful. I might ha^ let alone paying for her 
schooling, for she's worse nor ever.” 

It's no 11101 e than what I've allays said,” fol- 
lowed Mrs (lh‘gg. “ Other folks may be surprised, 
but I’m not. I’ve saul over ami over again — ^years 
ago I' VO said — ‘Maik my words; that child 'ull 
come to no gooil : there isn't a bit of our family in 
her.' And as for her having so much schooling, I 
never thought well o' tliat I'd my reasons when I ■ 
said / wouldn't pay anything to^^ard^ it” 

'“Come, oomo,'' said Mr Glogg, “let's waste no 
more time in talking — lot’s go to business. Tom 

now, get the pen and ink ” 

While Mr Olegg was speaking, a tall dark figure 
was seen hurrying past tho window. 

“ Why, there’s Mrs Moss,” said Mrs Tulliver. 

“ The bad news must ha’ reached her, then ; ” and 
she went out to open the door, Maggie eagerly 
following her. 
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That’s fortunato/' said Mrs Glegg;. ^‘Slie can 
agree to the list o' things to bo bought in. It’s but 
right she should do her share when it's her own 
brother ” 

Mis Moss was in too much agitation to resist Mis 
Tullivci’s movement, as sho diew her into the par- 
lour, automatically, without reQecting that it was 
haidly kind to take her among so many persons in 
the first painful moment of ai rival. Tho tall, wo'in, 
daik-haiied woman was a strong contrast to tho 
Dodson sistois as she ontciod in her shabby dress, 
wnth her shawl and iKuniet looking as if tlicy had 
been hastily huddled on, and witli that entire ab- 
sence of solf-cfinsciousness which belongs tf) keenly- 
felt tioiihle. Maggie was clinging to her arm ; and 
Mrs Moss seemed to notico no ono else except Tom, 
Avhotn she went straight up to and took by the hand. 

“ 0 my dear children,'’ she burst out, “ you’ve no 
call to think well o' mo j I’m a poor aunt to you, 
for I’m ono o* them as take all and give nothing. 
How’s my po('r hrothoi ? " 

“ Mr Turnbull thinks lie’ll get better,” said Mng- 
gio. “ Sit down, aunt Gritty. Don’t fret.” 

“ 0 my sweet child, I feel tom i* tw’o,’' said ]\rrs 
Moss, allowing lilaggie to lead her to tho sofa, hut 
still not seeming to notico tlio piesenco of the rest. 
‘‘We’ve three hundred pounds o' my brother’s money, 
and now he wants it, and yon all want it, poor things! 
— and yet we must be sold up to pay it, and there’s my 
poor ohildroii^eight of ’em, and the little un of all 
can’t speak plain And I feel as if I was a robber. 
But I’m sure I’d no thought as my brother . . . 
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The poor woman was mtemipted by a rising sob. 

“ Three hundred pounds ! 0 dear, dear,” said Mrs 
TuUiver, who, when she had said that her husband 
had done unknown ” things for his sister, had not 
had any particular sum in her mind, and felt a wife’s 
iriitation at having been kept in the dark. 

“ What inadnosH, to bo sure I ” said Mrs Glegg. 

A man with a family ! He'd no right to lend his 
money i' that way; and without security, I'll bo 
bound, if the truth wfis known.” 

Mrs Olegg's voice had aiTOstod Mrs l^Ioss’s atten- 
tion, and, looking up, she said — 

“ Yes, there was security ; my husband gave a 
note for it. We’ie not that sort o' pcojde, neither of 
UR, as ’ud rob iny brolhor^s children ; and wo looked 
to paying back the money, W'hen the times got a bit 
better.-* 

“ Well, but now,” said Mr Glegg, gently, “hasn’t 
your husband no way o' raising this money ? Be- 
cause it 'nd bo a little foriiii’, like, for tlicso folks, if 
we can do without Tiillivor’s being made a bankinpt. 
Your husband's got stock : it is but light ho should 
raiso tlie money, as it seems to me — not but what 
I'm sorry for you, Mrs Moss.”^ 

“ 0 sir, you don’t know what bad luck my hus- 
band’s had with his stock. The farm's suffering so 
as never was for want o’ stock ; and wo’ve sold all 
the wheat, and we’re behind with our rent . . . not 
but wbat we'd like to do what’s right, a^^d I’d sit 
up and work half the night, if it 'ud be any good 
.... but there’s them poor children .... four of 
'em such little uns . . . 
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“ Don't cry so, annt — don’t fret.,” whispered JMag- 
gle, who had kept hold of Mi s Moss’s hand. 

“ Did Mr Tulliver lot you have tho money all at 
once ? ” said liTrs Tulliver, still lost in tho concep- 
tion of things which had been “ going on ” without 
her knowledge. 

“ No ; at twice,” said Mrs Moss, nibbing her eyes 
and making an ciToii; to restrain her teais. “ ’{'he 
last was after my bad illness, four years ago, as 
everytliing went wrong, and there was a new note 
made then. What with illness and bad luck. I've 
been nothing but cumber jill my life.” 

“ Yes, Mis Moss,” said Mis (ilegg, with decision. 
“ Yours is a veiy unlucky family ; llio more’s tho pity 
for my sister.” 

I set off in tho cait as soon ns over I heard o’ 
wlidt had happened,” said kirs Moss, looking at Mrs 
Tulliver. “ I should never ha’ stayed away all tliis 
while, if you’d thonglit well to let me know. And 
it isn’t as I’m tliinking all about ourselves, and 
nothing about iny bi other — only tho money was so 
ou my mind, 1 couldn't help speaking about it. And 
my husband and mo desire to do tho right thing, 
sir,” she added, looking at Mr Cllegg/‘‘ and we’ll 
niako shift and pay tho money, come w'hat will^ if 
that’s all my brother’s got to trust to. We.’ve been 
used to trouble, and don’t look for mucU ‘ds6. It’s 
only tho thought o’ my poor children pulls mo i’ two.” 

“ Why, there’s this to bo thought oft, Mrs Moss,” 
said Mr Glegg, “and it’s right to wain you; — if 
Tulliver’s made a bankrupt, and he’s got' a note-of- 
hand of your husband’s for tliroo hundred- pounds. 
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you'll be obliged to pay it : th' assignees 'nil come 
on you for it.” 

“ 0 dear, 0 dear 1 ” said Mrs Tiilliver, thinking of 
the bankruptcy, and not of Mrs Moss’s concern in it. 
Poor Mts Moss herself listened in trembling submis- 
sion, while IMn^gio looked with bewildered distress 
at Tom to see if he showed any signs of understand- 
ing this tioublo, and caiiug about poor aunt Moss 
Tom was only looking thoughtful, with his eyes on 
the table-clot li. 

“And if he isn't made bankrupt,” continued Mr 
Qlegg, ” as I said bcfoic, tlireo liundred pounds 'ud 
bo a little fortiii’ for him, pooi man. Wo don’t know 
but what lio may ho partly hel[)les8, if ho o\ or gets up 
again. I'm very sorry if it goes hard witli you, ]\rr8 
Moss — but my opinion is, looking at it one way, it'll 
bo right for you to laiso the money ; and looking at 
it th' other way, you'll be obliged to pay it. You 
won't think ill o’ me for siicaking the tnitli.’' 

“ Uncle,” said Tom, looking up suddenly from his 
njcditative view of the table-cloth, “I don't think it 
would ho right ftir my aunt ^Foss to pay the money, 
if it would be against ray fatlier’s will loi her to pay 
it; would it?” 

Mr Glegg looked surprised for a moment or two 
bofoie he said, “ Why, no, peihaps not, Tom ; but 
then he'd ha' destroyed the note, you know. We 
must look for the note. What makes you think it 
'ud be against liis will?” 

“Why,” said Tom, colouring, but trying to speak 
firmly, in spite of a boyish tremor, “1 remember 
quite well, before I went to school to Mr Stelling, 
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uiy father said to me one night, when we were sit- 
ting by the fire together, and no one else was in the 
room . . . 

Tom hesitated a little, and Ihoii wont on. 

“He said something to mo about Maggie, and 
then he said, ‘ I've always boon good to niy sister, 
though she luanied against my will — and Tvo lent 
Moss money; but I shall never think of distiestung 
him to pay it : l*d ratlier loso it. ]\ry childroii must 
not mind being the pooior for that.' And now 
my fathei’s ill, and not ablo to speak for liimsolf, 1 
slionldn’t like any thing to bo doiio contiaiy to wliat 
ho said to me " 

“ Well, but thou, my boy,** said undo Glegg, 
whose good feeling led him to enter into Tom’s 
wish, but who could not at onco shake off his luibi- 
tuah abhorrence of such lecklcssness as destroying 
seciinties, oraUenaliiig anytliing iinportant enough 
to make an uppn^ciablo diireri^iico in a man’s pio- 
perty, “ we shonhl have to make away wi' the note, 
you know, if nc'jo to guard against what may hap- 
pen, supposing your fatln'i*s made bankrupt . . . 

“Mr Glogg,” inteiTujjted his wifo, sovcrely, “mind 
what you're saying. You’re putting yourself veiy 
forrard in other folks *s business. If you speak rash, 
don’t say it was my fault ” 

“ That’s such a thing as I never beared of before,” 
said uncle Pullet, who had been making haste with 
his lozenge in oider to express lus amazement; 
“making away with a note I I should think any- 
body could set the constable on you for it.” 

“Well, but,” said Mrs Tulliver, “if tlie note’s 
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wortli all that monoy, why can’t wo pay it away, and 
save my things from going 'away? We’ve no call 
to meddle with your uncle and aunt Moss, Tom, if 
you think your fatlicr ’ud bo angry when he gets 
well.” 

Mrs Tullivcr had not studied tho question of ex- 
change, and was straining her mind after oiiginal 
ideas on the snbj(‘(‘.t 

“ Po(»h, poolj, pooh I 3'on women don’t understand 
these things, ” sjiid uncle Glogg. “ Tlioro's no way 
o’ making it safe fur Mr and Mis Moss but dcsti ey- 
ing tho note” 

“Then I hope yon 11 h(dp luo to do it, uncle,” said 
Tom, earnestly. “ If my father shouldn’t got well, I 
should bo vciy uidiajqiy to tliink anything had been 
done against his will, that I could hinder And I’m 
sure ho meant mo to icmcmbcr wdiat he said -that 
0 veiling. I ought to obey iriy fathoi’s wish about 
his j)n)2)(»rt3’.” 

E\en Mis Glegg could not withhold her approval 
fiom Tom’s woids: she felt that tlio Diidson blood 
W'as cort. Hilly speaking in him, thongli, if his fatlier 
had boon a Dodson, tlioro w'ould never have been 
this wicked alienation of money. Maggio would 
hardly have rcstiainc<l herself from leaping on Tom’s 
neck, if her aunt Moss had not prevented her by 
herself risilig cand talcjng Toni’s liand, while she 
said, w'ith rather a choked voice — 

You’ll never bo the poorer for tliis, my dear boy, 
if there’s a God above ; and if the money’s wanted 
for your fatlier. Moss and me ’ull pay it, the same as 
if there was ever sneh security. We’ll do as we'd 
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be done by; for if my cliildron have got no other 
luck, thoy’vG got an hOncst father and mother.” 

“ Well,” said Mr Olegg, who liaJ been meditating 
after Tom's words, “wc shouldn’t bo doing any 
wrong by the cieditors, supposing your father was 
bankrupt. I’ve been thinking o’ *that, for Tve been 
a creditor myself, and seen no end o' clioatiiig If 
lie meant to give your aunt the money before ever 
he got into this sad work o’ Jawing, its tlie same as 
if he’d made away witli the note Iiiniself; for lin'd 
made up his mind to bo that niucli poorer. Jtiit 
tlmre’s a deal o’ tilings to Ijo eonsidt‘red, young 
man,” Mr Glcgg added, looking udnioinshingly at 
Torn,’ ** when you come to inoof*y businc'ss, and you 
may bo taking one man’s diniu'r away to make 
another mans breakfast. You don't iindei stand 
that, I doubt?” 

“ Yob, I do,” said Tom, decidedly. “ I know if I 
owe luoiioy to one man, I’ve no right to give it to 
another. But if my iatlici liad made up his mind to 
givo my aunt the money befoio ho was in debt, he 
had a right to do it.” 

“Well done, young man I I didn’t llniik you’d 
been so sharp,” said uncle Olegg, with much can- 
dour. “But pel haps your father did make away 
with the note. Let us go and sec if wo can iind it 
ill the chest” ' 

“ It’s in my father’s room. Let us go too, aunt 
Oritty,” whispered Maggie. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A VANISiriNO flLEAU. 

• 

Mr Titllivkr, ovon betwoon tlie fits of spasmodic 
rigidity wliicli lisid rocuricd at intervals ever since 
lie bad bocMi found fallen fioni Ins liorsOi was usually 
in so apatliolici a condition tliat the exits and en- 
trances into bis ro<im were not felt to be of great 
importance. He bad lain so still, with his 'eyes 
closed, all this inombig, that Maggie told lior aunt 
Moss hlic must not exiiect bor father to take any 
notice of them. 

They entoied very quietly, and Mrs Moss took 
her sent near the bead of the bed, while Maggie sat 
in her old place on tlio bod, and i»iit her band on her 
fathei*H, without ciuising any chaiig(» in bis face. 

Mr Qlcgg and Tom bad also entered, tieading 
softly, and were busy selecting the key of the old 
calc chest from the bunch i\hich Tom had brouglit 
from his fatbei's bureau. They succieded in open- 
ing the chest — which stood opposite the foot of Mr 
Tulliver's bed — and propping tbo lid with the iron 
holder, without much noise. 

“ There's a tin box,” inhisperod Mr Olegg ; “he*d 
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most like put a small thing like a note in there. 
Lift it out, Tom ; hut I’ll just lift up these deeds — 
they’re the deeds o’ the house and mill, 1 suppose 
— and see what there is under ’em.” 

Mr Glcgg had lifted out the paichmcnts, and had 
fortunately drawn hack a little, wheu the iion holder 
gave way, and the heavy lid fell with a loud hang, 
that resounded over the house. 

Perhaps there was something in that sound more 
than the meie fact of the strong vibration that pro- 
duced tlic instantaneous effect on the fianie of the 
prostrate man, and for the time coiujdotely sliook 
off the obstruction of paralysis. The chest had be- 
longed to his father and his fatliei’s father, and it 
had always been rather a soloiiin business to visit 
it. All long-known objects, oven a inoie Window- 
fastening or a paiticular door-latch, have sounds 
winch aio a sort of recfjgnised voice to ns — a voice 
that will till ill and aAvaken, when it has becui used 
to touch deep-lying fibies. lii tlio same moment 
when all the eyes in the room wcio turned upon 
him, ho started up and looked at the chest, the 
parchments in Mr Olegg’s liaml, and Tuiii holding 
the tin box, with a glance of perfect consciousness 
and recognition. 

“What are you going to do with those deeds?” 
he said, in Ins ordinary tone of sharp questioning 
whenever he was iriitated. Come here, Tom. 
What do you do, going to my chest ? ” 

Tom obeyed, with some trembling: it was the 
first time his father had recognised liim. But 
instead of saying anything more to him, his father 

VOL. I. Y 
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continued to look with a growing distinctness of 
suspicion at Mr Glegg and the deeds. 

“ Wliatfs been happening, then ?” he said, sharply. 
“ Wiiat are you meddling with my deeds for ? Is 
Wakom laying hold of everything? .... Why 
don't you tell ma what you've been a-doing ? " ho 
added, impatiently, as Mr Glegg advanced to the 
foot of tlio bod before speaking. 

“No, no, fiiend Tnlliver," said Mr Glegg, in a 
sootljing tone. “ Nobody's getting hold of anything 
as yet. Wo only came to look and see what was in 
the chest. You’ve been ill, you know, and w'e'vo had 
to look after things a bit. But let’s hope you’ll soon 
be wtU enongli to attend to everything yourself.” 

Mr Tulliver looked round him meditatively — at 
Torn, at ]\rr Olegg, and at Maggie ; ‘ then suddenly 
appearing aware that some one was seated by his 
side at the liodd of the bed, he turned sharply round 
and saw liis sister. 

“ Eh, Giitty I ” ho said, in the half-sad, alTection- 
ato tone in wdiich ho had been wont to speak to her. 
“What I you re thoie, are you? How could you 
manage to leave the children ? ” 

“ 0, brother ! ” said good Mrs Moss, too impulsive 
to be juudent, “I'm thankful I'm come now to see 
you yourself again — I thought you’d never know us 
any more.’' 

“ What I have I had a stroke ? '' said Mr Tulliver, 
anxiously, looking at Mr Glegg. 

“ A fall from your horse — shock you a bit — that’s 
all, I think,” said Mr Glegg. “ But you'll soon get 
over it, lot's hope.” 
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Mr Tullivcr fixed liis eyes on the bed clothes, and 
remained silent for two or tlircc minutes. A new 
shadow came over his face. IIo looked up at 
Maggie first, and said in a lower tone, “ You got 
the letter, then, my wench ? ” 

“ Yes, father,” she said, kissing him with a full 
heart. Sho felt as if her fatiicr woie come back to 
her from the dead, p-nd her yearning to show him 
how she had alwaj’s loved him could bo fuliillcd. 

“ WIkto’s youi inotliur ? lie said, so preoccupied 
that lie received the kiss^as passively as some quiet 
animal might ha\u roceivi.d if. 

“ Site’s down-stairs with niy aunts, father : shall 
I fetch her?” 

“ Ay, ay : poor Bessy I " and liis eyes turned to- 
wards Tom as Maggie loft tho loom 

“ You’ll have to take caro of Vni both if I die, 
you know, Tom. Y'oii’ll bo badly olV, I doubt. But 
you must soo and pay evcryliody And mind — 
there's fifty pound o' Luke's as I put into the biisi- 
iiesB — ho gave it mo a bit at a lime, and lio's got 
nothing to show for it. ITuu must jiay him first 
tbing.” 

Uncle Glegg involuntanly sliook Jiis head, and 
looked more concerned than ever, but Tom said 
firmly — 

“Yes, father. And haven’t you a iioto fiom my 
uncle Moss for thieo hundred pounds ? Wo came 
to look for that. What do you wish to bo dono 
about it, father? ” 

“ Ah 1 I'm glad you thought o’ that my lad,” said 
Mr Tulliver. “ I allays meant to bo easy about that 
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money, because o’ your aunt. Yoji mustn’t mind 
losing the money, if they can’t pay it — and it’s likb 
oiiougli they can’t. The note’s in that box, mind I 
I allays meant to bo good to yon. Gritty," said Mr 
Tullivor, 'turning to his sister; “but, you know, 
you aggravated mo wlnni you would liavo Moss.” 

At this nnnnoiit Maggio rc-onteicd with her 
mother, wlio canio in much agit.itcd by the news 
that her Imshand was quiti* liimsclf again. 

“Well, Bessy,” Inj said, as slio kissed him, “you 
must foigive mo if you’ie worse off than you ever 
expected to be. But it’s the fault o’ the law — it’s 
none o’ mine,” ho added, aiigiily. “It’s the fault 
o’ laskilla I T(nii — you mind tins : if over you’vo 
got the chance, you mako Wak(*m smait. If you 
don’t, you’io a good-for-nothing sou. You might 
liOTKo-whip liini — but he'd set tho law on you— the 
law's made to take eaie o’ raskills.” 

Mr Tnlliver was getting excited, and an alarm- 
ing flush Avas oil Ins face lilr Glegg wanted to say 
something suoilimg, but ho waa pi’evnntcd by Mr 
TulliAvrs speaking again to his wife. “They’ll 
inako cl shift to pay every thing, Bessy,” lie said, 
“ and y<‘t leave you yoiii furniture ; and your 
sisters ’ll do suinctljing for you .... and Tom’ll 
grow up .... though Avhat he’s to bo I don't 
know .... I've done ivliat I could .... I'vo. 
given him a cddication .... and there’s the little 
wench, slio’ll get manied .... but it’s a poor 
tale ...” 

The sanative effect of the strong vibration was 
exhausted, and with tho last avoids the poor man 
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fell again, rigid» and insenBiblo. Though this was 
ftily a recuirencc of what, had Imppeiiod before, it 
struck all present as if it had been death, not only 
fiom its contrast with the complete ness of tlio icvival, 
but because his woids had all had lefi rence to the 
possibility that his death was iic^ar. Ihit with poor 
Tulliver death was not to bo a l(‘ap ; it was to bo a 
long descent under tliickening shadows. 

Mr Turnbnll was sent foi ; hnt w'hcn he hcaid* 
what had pas.^cd, ho said this conipl(*to rostoratioii, 
tbongli only temporary, was a hopeful sigr, proving 
that tlioio was no jH'miaiiont lesion to jn event ulti- 
mate rc envoi y. 

Among tliG threads of tho past whioh tho stricken 
man liadgatheied up, ho had oiiuKod llie bill of sulof 
the flash of meinoiy had only lit up jaoiiniumt ideas, 
and he sank into forgetfulness again with half his 
humiliation iinlcaincd. 

But Tom was clear uiioii two poiuls — Hint his 
uncle Moss's note must he destroyed, and tliat Luke's 
money must ho paid, if iii no otiicr way, out of his 
own and Maggie's money now in tho savings-bank. 
There were subjects, you peiccive, on wdiich Tom 
was miioli quicker than on the niceties of classical 
construction, or tlio relations lif a matlieuiatical 
demonstration. 



CHAPTER V. 

TOM APPLIES Ills KNIFi: TO THE OY3TER. 

The next day, at ton o’clock, Toni was on his way 
to St Ogg’s, to see liis nindo Dtsaiie, who was to coiiio 
home last night, his aniit had Riiid ; and Turn had 
hiado up his mind that his ninde Deane was the 
right person to ask for advice about getting some 
Gniph)ymcnt. Ho was iii a gient way of buBiness ; 
ho liad not tlie nairow notions of uncle Glogg ; and 
ho had risen in the woild on a scale of advancement 
winch accoided wutli Tom’s ambition. 

It was a dark, chill, misty morning, likely to end 
in rain — one of those mornings when oven happy 
people take lefiigo in their hojica. And Tom was 
very unhappy : lie fidt the humiliation as well as 
the prospective hardships of his lot with all the 
keenness of a proud nature; and with all his re- 
solute dutifulness towards bis father there mingled 
an irrepressible indignation against him which gave 
misfoitune the less enduiable aspect of a wrong. 
Since these were the consequences of going to law, 
his father was -really blamablc, as his aunts and 
uncles had always said he was ; and it was a sig- 
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nifioant indicatipn of Toni's character, that though 
he thought his aunts ought to do something nioio 
for his mother, lie felt notliiiig like Maggie’s \ioloiit 
resentment against them for showing no eager ten- 
derness and generosity. There were no impulses in 
Tom JJiat led him to expect wlmt did not pi esent 
itself tp him as a right to be demanded. AYhy should 
people give away thoir money plentifully to tlioso 
wlio had not taken care of their own money? Tom saw 
some justice in scveiity ; and all the moie, br‘causo 
ho had Goniideiice in liiinself that ho should never 
deserve that just seventy. It was veiy liaid upon 
him tliat lie should he put at this disad vantage iii 
life by his father's want of piiidenee; but ho was 
not going to e«un plain and to find fault with peoplo 
because they did not make evei^-thnig easy for him. 
Ho ivould*ask no one to help him, mere than to give 
him uroik and pay him for it. l*oor I'oin was not 
without his hopes to take refngo in under the chill 
damp imprisonment of the Deeeinber fog which 
seemed only like a pait of Ins homo troubles. At 
sixteen, the mind that has the st longest aflinily for 
fact cannot escape illusion and seU-flatlcry ; and 
Tom, in skotclung his fiituic, had no other guide in 
arranging his facts than tlio suggest ions of Ins own 
biavo self-reliance. Both Mi Glegg and Mr Deane, 
he knew, had been very poor once : he did not want 
to save money slowly and rctiic bn a model ate for- 
tune like his uncle Olegg, but ho would be like his 
uncle Deane — got a situation in hoiiic great house of 
business and rise fast. He liad s<*arGely seen any- 
thing of his uncle Deane for the last three yeais — the 
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two fainilios had been getting wider apart ; but for 
this very roaRoii Tom was the more hopeful about 
applying to him. His undo Glegg, lie felt sure^ 
would never encourage any spirited project, but he 
had a vague imposing idea of the resources at his 
uncle Deane’s command. ITc had licard lijs ^tlier 
say, long ago, how Deane had made liimself so valu- 
able to Guest ^ Co that they were glad enough to 
offer him a shaio in the business : that was what 
Tom resolved he would do It was intolerable to 
think of being poor and looked down upon all one’s 
life. lie would piovido for liis mother and sister, 
and make every one say that ho was a man of high 
character. Ho leaped over the years in this way, 
and in the haste of stioiig purpose and strong desiie, 
did not see how they would be made up ot slow 
days, hours, and minutes. 

By the time he had ciossed the stono bridge over 
the Floss and was enteiing St Ogg’s, he was think- 
ing that he would buy his father’s mill and land again 
when ho was rich enough, and improve the house 
and live there : he should piefer it to any smaiter, 
newer place, and he could keep as many horses and 
dogs as he liked. 

Walking along tlio street with a firm, rapid step, at 
this point in his reverie ho was startled by some one 
who had crossed without his notice, and who said 
to him in a rough, familiar voice — 

“ Why, Master Tom, how’s your father this morn- 
ing ? ” It was a publican of St Ogg’s — one of his 
father's customers. 
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Tom disliked being spoken to just then ; but he 
said civilly, “ lie's still very ill, thank you. " 

“Ay, it's been a sore chance for you, young man, 
hasn’t it? — this lawsuit turning out against him,” 
said Ihe publican, with a confused beery idea of being 
good-natured. 

Tom reddened and passed on : Iio would have folt 
it like the handling of a biuisc, even if theie had 
been the most polite and delicate icfcrcnce to his 
position. 

“That*s Tiilliver’s son,” said tho publican ,1o a 
grocer standing on tho adjacent donr-step 

“ Ah ! " said tho gioccr, “ I tliouglit I knew his 
features, like. Ho takes after liis mothci's family : 
she ivas a Dodson. He’s a iino, stiuight youth : 
what’s ho been brought up to? ” 

“Oh I to turn up his iioso at his fathoi’s cus- 
tomeis, and bo a fine geutlcinaii — not much else, I 
think.” 

Tom, loused from his dream of tlic fiiliiro to a 
thorough conscionsnoRS of the present, made all the 
greater liasto to reach the warehouse ollicos of Guest 
& Co., whore ho expected to fin<l his uncle Deane. 
But this was Mr Deane’s morning at the bank, a 
clerk told him, with some contempt for Ids ignorance ; 
Mr Deane was not to be found in Ihver Slicet on a 
Thursday morning. 

At the bank Tom was admitted into the private 
room where his uncle was, immediately after sending 
in his name. Mr Deane was auditing accounts ; but 
he looked up os Tom cntcicd, and, putting out his 
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hand, said, “Well, Tom, nothing fresh the matter at 
home, I hope ? How’s your father ? ” 

“ Much the same, thank you, uncle,” said Tom, 
feeling nervous. “But I want to speak to you, 
please, when you're at liborty.” 

“ Sit down, sit down,” said Mr Deane, relapsing 
into his .accounts, in which ho and tlie managing- 
clerk remained hq absoibed for the next half-hour 
that Tom began to wonder whether ho should have 
to sit in this way till the bank closed — there seemed 
so little tendency towaids a concluKioii in tlio quiet 
monotonous procedure of those sleek, pTos2ierous men 
of business. 'Would his uncle give him a 2 )lace in 
the bank? it would ho very dull, prosy work, ho 
thought, writing theie for ever to the loud ticking 
of a time-i)iece. lie prcfeiTcd some other way of 
getting nch. But, at Inst thoio was a change : 'his 
uncle took a 2)cn and wrote something with a flourish 
at tlie end. 

“ You’ll just stop up to Tony’s now, Mr Spence, 
will you ? ” said Mr Deane, and the clock suddenly 
became loss loud and delibeiate in Tom's cars. 

“ Well, Tom,” said Mr Deane, when they were 
alone, tinning his substantial poison a little in his 
chair, and taking out his snufT-box, “what’s the 
business, my boy — what’s the business ?” Mr Deane, 
who had heard fiom his wife what had passed the 
day before, thought Tom was come to appeal to him 
for some means of averting tlic sale. 

“ I hope you'll excuse mo for tioubling you, 
uncle," said Tom, colouring, but speaking in a tone 
which, though tremulous, had a certain proud in- 
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dependence in it ; “ but I thought you wore the best 
person to advise me what to do.” 

“Ah I” said Jir Deane, reserving liis pinch of 
snuff, and looking at Tom with new attention, 
“ let us liear.” 

“ I want to get a situation, uncle, so that I may 
earn some money,” said Tom, who never fell into 
circumlocution. 

“A situation?” said Mr Doano, and then took.his 
pinch of snuff uith ehihoiato justice to each nostiil. 
Tom thought snud- taking a most provoking liabit. 

“Wliy, let Tiio see, how old aio j’ou?” said Mr 
Deane, as ho threw himself back waul again. 

“ Sixteen — I mean, I am jgoiiig in seventeen,” 
said Tom, hoping his uncle noticed how uiucli beard 
he liad. 

Let mo SCO — your father had some notion of 
making you an eiigiiioer, T think?” 

“ But I don’t think I could g(^t any money at that 
for a long wliile, couLl I ? ” 

“ That’s tiue ; but pooido don’t get much money 
at anything, luy boy, when they’re only sixteen. 
You’ve lia<l a good deal of sclioolmg, however : 1 
suppose you’re pretty well np m accounts, ch? 
You undci stand book-keeping?” 

“No,” said Tom, latlior faltciiiigly. “ I was in 
Practice. But Mr Stelling says I write a good hand, 
uncle. That’s my writing,” atlded Torn, laying on 
the table a copy of the list ho liad made yesterday. 

“ Ah 1 that’s g<iod, that’s good. But, j'Oii see, the 
best hand in the world ’ll not got you a better place 
than a copying-clerk’s, if you know nothing of book- 
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keeping — rjothing of accounts And a copying- 
dork *s cn. cheap article. But what have you been 
learning at scliool^ then ? ” 

Mr Deane had not occupied himself with methods 
of education, and liad no pi ceise conccj)tion of what 
W'cnt forward in expensive schools. 

“ We learned Latin,” said Tom, pausing a little 
between each item, as if he were tinning over the 
books in his school-desk to assist his memory — “ a 
good deal of Latin ; and the last year I did Themes, 
one week in Latin Jind one in English ; and Greek 
and Bomaii History ; and Euclid ; and I began 
Algehia, but I left it oil* again ; and w^e liad one 
day every week for Arithmetic. Then I used to liave 
drawing-lessons ; and there were scvi‘ral other books 
we either read or learned out of, English Poetry, 
and Hone Paulina', and Blau’s Rhetoiic, the last 
haltV' 

Mr Deane tapjied In's snuff-box again, and screwed 
np his mouth : he felt in the position of many esti- 
mable persons when they liad lead the New Tariff, 
and found how many commodities were imported of 
which they knew nothing : like a cautious man of 
business, he was not gfung to spctak rashly of a raw 
mateiial in which ho liad had no experience. But 
the presumption was, that if it had been good for 
anything, so successful a man as himself would Jiardly 
have been ignorant of it. About Latin he had an 
opinion, and thought that in case of another war, 
since people would no longer wear liair-powder, it 
would bo well to put a tax upon Latin, as a luxury 
much run upon by the higher classes, and not telling 
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at all on the ship -owning department. But, for 
what he knew, tlie IIoisc Pauli lue might be some- 
tlung less neutral. On the whole, this list of aeqiiirc- 
ments gave him a sort of lopulsioii towards poor 
Tom. 

‘‘ Well/' he said, at last, iu rather a cold, sardoiiuj 
tone, “ yon ve liad three years at these things — ^yoii 
must bo pietty stiong in *em. Hadn’t you bettor 
tako up some lino where they’ll coiiio m handy 

Tom colonied, and biiist oiil, willi new energy — 

“ IM rather not havo any oiuploymoiit (»f that 
sort, uncle. I don’t like Latin and those things. I 
don’t know w'hat I could do with tlumi unless I 
went as ushei in a school ; and I don’t know Ihoin 
well enough for that : besides, I would as soon carry 
a pair of paiiuieis. 1 don't want to be that soit ot 
person. 1 should like to outer into some businoss 
whoio I can got on — a manly business, W’lieio E 
should have to look after things, and get eiedit for 
what I did And I shall want to keep my luotliei 
and Bister.” 

“Ah, young gentleman,” said Mr Deane, witli 
that tendency to repiess youthful hojies whieh stout 
and successful men of fifty find oiio of their eaoiest 
duties, “that’s sooiiei said than done — sooner said 
than doiio.” 

“But didn’t j/ottget on in that way, uncle?” said 
Tom, a littlo initatcd that Mr Deane did not enter 
more rapidly into Ins views. “ I mean, didn't you 
rise fioiii one place to another tlirough your abilities 
and good conduct? ” 

“Ay, ay, sir,” said Mr Deano, spreading himself 
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in Ills chair a little, and entering with great readi- 
ness into a retrospect of his own career. “ But I’ll 
tell yon how I got on. It wasn’t by getting astiide 
a stick, and thinking it would turn into a horse if I sat 
on it long enough. I koi^t my eyes and ears open, 
sir, and I wasn’t too fond of my own back, and I made 
niy master’s intei est my own. Why, witli only look- 
ing into what went on in tlie mill, I found out how 
there was a waste* of five hundred a-year that might 
bo ]iindoi(‘d. Wliy, sir, I hadn’t more schooling to 
begin with tliaii a charity lioy ; but I saw jiretty soon 
tliat I couldn’t get on far without inastoiing accounts, 
and I learned ’em between working liouis, after I’d 
been unlading. Look bore” Mr Deane opened a 
l)ook, and pointed to the 2>ngo. “I w'lite a good 
liiind enough, and I’ll match anybody at all sorts of 
reckoning by the head, and I got it all by hard w-ork, 
and paid for it out of my own earnings — often out of 
my own dinner and suiipei . And I looked into the na- 
tnio of all the things wo had to do with in the business, 
and picked up knowledge as L wont about my w'urk, 
and turned it over in my head. Wliy, I'm no me- 
clianic — I never pretended to bo — but I’ve thought 
of a tiling or tw^o that the mccliauies never thonglit 
of, and it’s made a fine diirerenco in our rotiims. 
And there isn’t an aiticlo HhiiijxHl or unshipped at our 
whaif but I know tlie quality of it. If I got plai'es, 
sir, it was because I made myself fit for ’em. If you 
want to slip into a round hole, you must make a ball 
of yourself — that’s where it is.” 

Mr Deane tapped his box again. He bad been led 
on by pure enthusiasm iii his subject, and hud really 
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forgotten wliat bearing this retrospective survey had 
on his listener, lie had found occasion for saying 
the same thing more than once before, and was not 
distinctly aware that he had not his port-wine be- 
fore him. 

“Well, uncle,” said Tom, with a slight complaint 
in his tone, “ that’s what I should like to do. Can''! 
I got on in the same way ? ” 

“ In the same way ? ” said Mr Deane, eyeing Tom 
with quiet doliboration. “Tlicie go two or tbreo 
questions to that, ]\ruster Tom. Tliat depends on 
* wliat soit of matenal you aic, to bo^in witli, and 
whether ynu’\ e been i>ut into the i ight mill. But 1*11 
tell you what it is. Your poor fiitlu*r went the wiong 
way to work in giving you an ediicalion. It wasn’t 
my business, and 1 didn’t interfeic : but it is as I 
thought it w'ould be. You’ve had a sort of learning 
that's all very well for a young fellow like our Mr 
Stephen Guest, who'll have notliing to do but sign 
cheques all his life, and may as well have Latin in- 
side his liead as any other sort of stufllng ” 

“But, undo,” said Tom, earnestly, “I don’t see 
why the Latin need hinder mo fiom getting on in 
business. I shall soon forgot it all : it makes no 
difierenco to ma I had to do iny lessons at school ; 
but T alw'ays thought they’d never be of any use to 
me afterwards — I didn’t care about them.” 

“ Ay, ay, that’s aU very well,” said Mr Deane ; 

“ but it doesn't alter what I was going to say. Your 
Latin and rigmai'ole may soon dry olT you, but you'll 
bo but a bare stick after that. Besides, it’s whit- 
ened your hands aud taken the rough work out of 
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you. And what do you know ? Why, you know 
nothing about book-keeping, to begin with, and not 
BO much of reckoning as a common shopman. You’ll 
have to begin at a low nmnd of tho ladder, let me 
tell you, if you mean to get on in life. It's no use 
forgetting the education your father s been paying 
for, if you don't give yourself a new iin.” 

Tom bit Ilia lips hard ; he felt as if the tears were 
rising, and lie would rather die than let them. 

** You w.int luo to help you to a situation,” Mr 
Deane went on ; well, I’ve no fault to find with 
that. I’m willing to do something for you. But you ‘ 
youngsters nowadays think you're to begin with 
living wtdl and working easy : yoiiVo no notion of 
running afoot bofoie you get on borsoback. Now, 
you must lonioinbci what you are — ^you’io a lad of 
sixteen, trained to nothing particular. There’s heaps 
of your soit, liko so many jJebblcs, made to fit in 
nowhere Wtdl, you might bo apprenticed to some 
busiiiOHS — a chemist's and druggist's pci haps : your 
Latin might conic iii a bit tlicii^ . . 

Tom w.is going to speak, bul: Mr Deane put up 
his hand and said — 

“ Stop ! hear what Ivo got to say. You don’t 
want 40 bo a 'jirciitice — 1 know, I know ' — you want 
to make more haste — and you don't want to stand 
behind a counter. But if you're a copyiiig-cloi k, you'll 
have to stand behind a desk, and stare at your ink 
and paper all day : there isn't mucli out-look there, 
and you w'on't be much wiser at the end of tlie year 
than at the beginning. The world isn’t made of pen, 
iuk, and paper, and if you’re to get on in tho world 
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youDg man, yon must know what the world’s made 
of. Now the best ohance for you 'ud be to have a 
place on a wharf, or in a warehouse, where you'd learn 
the smell of things — but you wouldn’t like that, I'll 
be hound ; you'd have to stand cold and wot, and be 
shouldered about by rough fellows. You're too fine 
a gentleman for that” 

Mr Deane paused and looked hard at Tom, who 
certainly felt some inward struggle before he could' 
reply. 

I would rather do what will be best for me in 
Uie end, sir : I would put up with what was dis- 
agreeablo.” 

“ Tliat’s well, if you can cairy it out. But you 
must remember it isn’t only laying hold of a rope — 
you must go on pulling. It’s the mistake you lads 
make that have got nothing oitlior in your brains* or 
your pocket, to think you’ve got a bettor start in the 
. world if you stick yourselves in a place where you 
can keep your coats clean, and Lave the shop- 
wenches take you for fine gcntlcinon. That wasn't 
the way I started, young man : when I was six- 
teen, my jacket smelt of tar, and I wasn’t afraid of 
handling cheeses. That's the I'oasoii I can wear 
good broadcloth now, and have iny legs under the 
same table with the heads of the best fiims in St 
Ogg’B.’' 

Uncle Deane tapped his box, and seemed to ex- 
pand a little under his waistcoat and gold chain, as 
he squared his shoulders in the choir. 

la there any place at liberty that you know of 
now, uncle, that I should do for? I should like to 

VOL. I. z 
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flot to work at once/' said Tom, with a slight tremor 
in his voice. 

“ Stop a bit, stop a bit ; we mustn’t be in too 
groat a hurry. Tou must bear in mind, if I put 
you in a place you’re a bit young for, because you 
•happen to be my nophew, I shall be responsiblo for 
you. And there’s no better reason, you know, than 
your being my nephew ; because it remains to be 
seen wliother you’re good for anything.” 

“ I Ijope I should* never do you any discredit, 
uncle,’ 'said Tom, hurt, ns all boys are at the statement 
of the unpleasant truth that people feel no ground 
for trusting them. I care about my own credit too 
much for that.” 

“ Well done, Tom, well donel That’s the right 
sjnrlt, and I never refuse to help anybody, if they’ve 
a mind to do themselves justice. There’s a young 
man of two-anil-twenty I've got my eye on now. I 
sliall do what I can for that young man — ^he’s got 
some pith in him. But then, you see, he’s made 
good use of his time — a first-rate calculator — can 
tell you the cubic contents of anything in no time, 
and put me up the other day to a new market for 
Sw^ish bark ; he’s uncommonly knowing in manu- 
factures, that young fellow.” 

“I'd better set about learning book-keeping, 
hadn’t I, uncle ? ” said Tom, anxious to prove his 
readiness to exert himself. 

“ Yes, yes, you can’t do amiss there. ' But • • . 
ah, Spence, you’re back again. Well, Tom, thcare’s 
nothing more to be said just now, I think, and I 
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must go to basiness again. GhHxl-by. Bemember 
me to your mother.j’ 

Mr Deaue put out his baud, with an air of friendly 
difimissal, and Tom had not courage to ask another 
question, especially in the presence of Mr Spence. 
So he went out again into the cold damp air. He 
had to call at his uncle Olegg's about the money in 
the Sayings Bank, and by the time he set out again, 
the mist had thickened, and lie could not see very 
far before him ; but going alotig River Street again, 
he was startled, wlioii ho was within two yaids of 
the projecting side of a shop window, by the words 
“Doilcote Mill” in large leth^rs on a hand -bill, 
placed as if on purpose to state at him. It was the 
catalogue of the sale to take place the next week — 
it was a reason for hurrying faster out of tlio town. 

Poor Tom formed no visions of the distant future 
as he made his way homeward ; he onl}' felt tliat the 
present was very hard. It seemed a wrong tow'ards 
him that his uncle Deane had no confidence in him 
—did not see at once that ho should acquit himself 
well, wliioli Tom himself was as certain of as of the 
daylight. Appai-ontly he, Tom Tulliver, was likely 
to be held of small account in the world, and for 
the first time ho felt a sinking of heart under the 
sense that he really was very ignorant, and could do 
very little. Who was that enviable young man, that 
could tell the cubic contents of things in no time, 
sbid make suggestions about Swedish bark ? Swedish 
bark I Tom had been used to bo so entirely satisfied 
with himself in spite of his breaking down in a de- 
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monstration, and oonstruing nunc illas promite virejf 
as now promise those men ; ” but now be suddenly 
felt at a disadvantage, because be knew less than 
some one else knew. There must be a world of 
things connected witli that Swedish baik, whicli, if 
be only knew them, might have helped him to get oil 
It would have been much easier to make a figure 
with a spinted liprse and a now saddle. 

Two Lours ago, as Tom w'as walking to St Ogg^s, 
he saw the distant fi;turo before him, as ho might 
have seen a tempting stretch of smooth sandy beacli 
beyond a belt of flinty shingles; he was on the 
grassy bank tlicn^ and thought the shingles might 
soon be passed. Hut no\v his feet were on the sliaip 
stones ; the belt of shingles had widened, and the 
stretch of sand had dwindled into narrowness. 

‘‘What did my uncle Deane say, Tom?" said 
Maggie, putting her arm through Tom's as he was 
warming himself rather drcaiily by the kitchen fire. 
“ Did he say lie would give you a situation ? ” 

“ No, he didn’t say tliat. He didn’t quite promise 
mo anything ; ho seemed to think I couldn’t have 
a very good situation. I’m too young.*' 

“ But didn’t he speak kindly, Tom ? ” 

Kindly ? Pooh I what’s the use of talking about 
tliat? I wouldn’t care about his speaking kindly, if 
1 could get a situation. But it’s such a nuisance and 
bother — I’ve been at school all this while learning 
Latin and things — not a bit of good to me— and now 
my uncle says, I must set about learning book-keep-* 
ing and calculation, and those things. He seema to 
make out I’m good for nothing." 
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Tom’s mouth twitched with a bitter expression as 
he looked at the fire. 

“ 0 what a pity we haven't got Dominio Samp- 
son/’ said Maggie, who couldn’t help mingling some 
gaiety with their sadness. If ho had taught me 
book-keeping by double entry and after the Italian 
method, as he did Luoy Bertram, I coujd teach you, 
Tom.” ^ . 

“ You teach I Tes, I daresay. That’s always the 
tone you take/’ said Tom. > 

“ Dear Tom 1 1 was only joking,” said Maggie, 
putting her cheek against his coat sleeve. 

But it’s always the same, Maggie,” said Tom^ 
with the little fiown he put on ulion ho was about 
to be justifiably severe. “Yon’ro always setting 
yourself up above mo and every ono else, and IVe 
wanted to tell you about it several times. You 
ought not to have spoken as you did to my uncles 
and aunts — ^you should leave it to mo to tuko care 
of my mother and you, and not put yourself forward. 
You think you know better than any one, but you'i'o 
almost always wrong. I con judge much better than 
you can.” 

Poor Tom 1 ho had just come from being lectured 
and made to feel his inferiority : the reaction of Lis 
strong, self-asserting nature must take place some- 
how ; and here was a case in which he could justly 
show himself dominant. Maggie’s check flushed and 
her lip quivered with conflicting resentment and 
afiqption, and a certain awe as well as admiration of 
Tom’s firmer and more efiective character. She did 
not answer immediately; very angry words rose to 
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her lips, but they were diiveu back again, and she 
said at last — 

“ Ton often think I’m conceited, Tom, when I don’t 
mean what I say at all in that way. 1 don’t mean to 
put myself above you — I know you behaved better 
than I did yesterday. But you are always so harsh 
to me, Tom.’* 

With the last words tho resentment \ias rising 
again. 

“ No, I’m not harsh,” said Tom, with severe de- 
cision. I’m always kind to you ; and so I shall 
be : I shall always take caie of you. But yon must 
mind what I say.” 

Their mother came in now, and Maggie rushed 
away, that her burst of tears, wliicli she felt must 
come, might not happen till she was safe up-stairs. 
They weie veiy bitter tears : everybody in tho world 
Bceined so hard and unkind to Maggie : there w'as no 
indulgence, no fondness, such as she imagined when 
she fashioned the W'oild afresh in her own tlioughts. 
In books there were people who were always agree- 
able or tender, and delighted to do things that made 
one happy, and who did not show their kindness by 
finding fault The world outside tho books was not 
a happy one, Maggie felt : it seemed to bo a world 
where people behaved the best to those they did not 
pretend to love, and that did not belong to them. 
And if life had no love in it, what else was there for 
Maggie ? Nothing but poverty and the companion- 
ship of her mother’s narrow griefs — ^perhaps of }icr 
father’s heart-cutting childish dependence. Thera 
is no hopelessness so sad as that of early youth, 
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when the soul is made up of wants, and has no long 
memories, no superadded life in the life of others ; 
though we who look on think lightlj of such prema- 
ture despair, as if our vision of the future lightened 
the blind suflforer’s present. 

Maggie in her brown frock, with her eyes red- 
dened and her heavy hair pushed back, looking 
from the bed where her father lay, to the dull walla 
of this sad chamber which was the centre of her 
world, was a creature full of eager, passionate long- 
ings for all that was beautiful and glad ; thirsty for 
all knowledge ; with an ear straining after dreamy 
music that died away and would not conic near to 
her ; with a blind, uncnuseiouB yearning for some- 
thing that would link together the wonderful impres- 
sions of this mysterious life, and give her soul a 
sense of home in it. 

No wonder, when there is this contrast between 
the outward and the inward, that painful collisions 
come of it. 



OIIAPTEE VI. 


TENDING TO REFUTE THE TOTULAR PREJUDICE AGAINST 
THE PRESENT OF A POCKET-KNIFE. 

In that dark time of December, the sale of the house- 
hold furniture lasted bo jond the middle of the second 
day. Mr Tullivor, who had begun, in his intervals 
of consciousness, to manifest an irritability which 
often appeared to have as a direct effect the recur- 
rence of spasmodic rigidity and insensibility, had lain 
in this living death throughout the critical hours 
when the noise of tho salo came nearest to his 
chamber. Mr Turiibul]^ had decided that it would 
be a less risk to let him remain where he was, than 
to move liim to Luke's cottage— a plan wliich the 
good Luke had proposed to kirs Tulliver, thinldng it 
would be very bad if the master were to waken up” 
at the noise of the sale ; and the wife and children 
had sat imprisoned in the silent chamber, watching 
the large prostrate figure on the bed, and trembling 
lest the blank face should suddenly show some re- 
sponse to the sounds which fell on their own ears with 
such obstinate, painful repetition. 

But it was over at last— that time of importunate 
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oertaintj and eye -straining suspense. The sharp 
sound of a Yoioei almost as metallic as the rap that 
followed it, had ceased ; the tramping of footsteps on 
the gravel had died out Mrs Tulliver’s blond face 
seemed aged ten years by the last thirty hours : the 
poor woman’s mind had been busy divining when 
her favourite things were being knocked down by 
the terrible hammer ; her heart had been flutteriug 
at the thought that first one thing and then another 
had gone to be identified as hers in tho hateful pub- 
licity of the Golden Lion ; and all tho while she had 
to sit and make no sign of this inward agitation. 
Such things bring lines in well-rounded faces, and 
broaden the streaks of white among tho haiis that 
once looked as if they had been dipped in pure sun- 
shine. Already, at throe o’clock, Kezia, tho good- 
hearted, bad-tempered housemaid, wdio regaadod all 
people that came to the sale as her personal enemies, 
the dirt on whose feet was of a peculiarly vile quality, 
had begun to scrub and sudll with an energy much 
assisted by a continual low mutteiiiig against folks 
as came to buy up other folks’s things,” and made 
light of ‘‘scrazing” tho tops of mahogany tables over 
which better folks than themselves had had to — 
suffer a waste of tissue through evaporation. She 
was not scrubbing indiscriminately, for there would 
bo further dirt of the same atrocious J^ind made by 
people who had still to fetch away their purchases : 
but she was bent on bringing the parlour, where that 
^^pipe-smoking pig” the bailiff had sat, to such an 
appearance of scant comfort as could bo given to 
it by^eanliness, and the few articles of furniture 
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bought in for the family. Her mifitress and the 
young folks should have their tea in it that night| 
Eezia was determined. 

It was between five and six o’clock^ near the usual 
tea-time, when she came up -stairs and said that 
Master Toni was wanted. The person who wanted 
him was in tho kitclien, and in the first moments, by 
tlie impel feet fire and candle-light, Tom had not 
even an indefinite sense of any acquaintance with 
the lathor broad-set but active figure, perhaps two 
years older than himself, that looked at him with a 
pair of blue eyes set in a disc of freckles, and pulled 
some ciiily red locks with a strong intention of re- 
spect. A low-ci owned oil -skin -covered hat, and a 
ceitttiii shiny deposit of dirt on tho rest of the cos- 
tume, as of tablets prepared for writing upon, sng^ 
gested a calling that had to do with boats ; but this 
did not help Tom's memory. 

“ Sarvant, Mister Tom," said he of the red looks, 
with a smile which seemed to break through a solf- 
imposed air of melancholy. “ You don't know me 
again, I doubt," ho went on, as Tom continued to 
look at him inquiringly ; ** but Td like to talk to you 
by yourself a bit, please." 

‘^Theie’s a fire i' the parlour, Master Tom," said 
Eezia, who objected to leaving the kitchen in the 
crisis of toasting. 

<< Gome this way, then," said Tom, wondering if 
this young fellow belonged to Guest & Co.’b Wharf; 
for his imagination ran continually towards, that 
partioular spot, and nnole Deane might any time be 
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sending for him to say that there was a situation at 
liberty. 

The bright fire in the parlour was the only light 
that showed the few chairs, the bureau, the cai pot- 
less floor, aud the one table — no, not the one table : 
there was a second table, m a comer, with a large 
Bible and a few other books upon it. It was this 
new strange bareness that Tom felt fiist, before he 
thought of looking again at the face wliich was also 
lit up by the fire, and which stole a half-shy, ques- 
tioning glance at him as the entirely strango voice 
said — 

“Why! you dent remember Bob, then, as you 
gen the pocket-knife, Mr Tom ? " ^ 

The rougli-handled pnekot-kuife was taken out in 
the same moment, and the largest blade opened by 
way of irresistible demonstration. 

“What! Bob Jakin?”. said Tom — not with any 
cordial delight, for lie felt a little aslianied of that 
eaily intimacy symbolised by the pocket-knife, and 
was not at all sure that Bob’s motives for i-ccoUing 
it were entiioly admirable. 

“ Ay, ay, Bob Jakin — ^if Jakin it must be, ’cause 
there’s so many Bobs, as you went arter the squerrils 
with, that day as I plumped right down from the 
bough, and bruised my sliins a good un — but I got 
the squerril tight for all tliat, aii’ a scratter it was. 
An’ this littlish blade’s broke, you see, but I wouldn't 
hev a new un put in, 'cause they might be cheatin’ 
me an’ givin’ iiie^ another knife istid, for there isn’t 
such a blade i’ the country — ^it’s got used to my 
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hand, likei An’ there was niver nobody else gen 
me nothin’ but what I got by my own shaipness, 
only you, Mr Tom ; if it wasn’t Bill Fawks as gen 
me the terrier pup istid o’ drowndin’ it, an’ I had to 
jaw him a good un afore he’d give it me.” 

Bob spoke with a sliaip and rather treble volubil- 
ity, and got through his long speech with surprising 
despatch, giving the blade of his knife an affeotion- 
ato rub on his sleeve when he had finished. 

Well, Bob,” said Tom, with a slight air of pat- 
ronage, the foregoing reminiscences having disposed 
him to be as frienclly as was becoming, though there 
was no part of his acquaintance with Bob that he 
remembered bettor than the cause of their parting 
quarrel ; “ is there anything I can do for you ? ” 

“ Why, no, IMr Tom,” answered Bob, shutting up 
his knife with a click and retuining it to his pocket, 
where he seemed to bo feeling fur something else. 
“ I shouldn’t ha come back upon you now ye’re f 
trouble, an’ folks say as the master, as I used to 
frighten the birds for, an’ he flogged me a bit for fun 
when he catched mo eatin’ the turnip, as they say 
he’ll niver lift up his yead no more — I shouldn’t ha’ 
come now to as you to gi’ mo another knife, ’cause 
you gen me one afore. If a chap gives me one 
black eye, that’s enough for me : I shan’t ex him 
for another afore 1 sarve him out ; an’ a good turn’s 
worth as much as a bad nn, anyhow. I shall niver 
grow down’ards again, Mr Tom, an’ you war the 
little chap as I liked tlie best when / war a little 
chap, for all you leathered me, and wouldn’t look at 
me again. There’s Dick Brumby, there,' I could 
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leather him as mudi as I'd a mind ; bu^ lore ! you 
get tired o’ leatherin’ a chap when you can niver 
make him see what you want liim to shy atb I’n 
seen chops as *ud stand starin’ at a bough till their 
eyes shot out, aforo they’d seo as a bird’s tail warn’t 
a leaf. It’s poor work goiii* wi* such raff-— but you 
war allays a lare uu at shying, Mr Tom, an’ I could 
trusien to you for diopinii’ down wi’ your stick in 
the nick o’ time at a runnin’ rat, or a stoat, or that, 
when I war a-beatin’ the bushes.” 

Bob had drawn out a clii ty canvass bag, and would 
perhaps not liavc paused just thou if l^faggic had not 
entered the room and darted a look of surprise and 
curiosity at liiin, whereupon ho pulled his lod locks 
again with duo respect. But the ne.^t moment (ho 
sense of the alteicd room came upon Maggie with a 
force that overpowered the tlioiiglit of Bob’s pre- 
sence. Her eyes had immediately glanced from him 
to the place wlieie the bookcase had hung ; there 
was nothing now but the oblong unfaded space on 
the wall, and bek)w it tlie small table with the Bible 
and the few other books. 

“0 Tom,” slio burst out, clasping her hands, 
where are the books ? I thought my uncle Olegg 
said he would buy them — didn’t he ? — are those all 
they’ve left us ? " 

I suppose so,” said Tom, with a sort of desperate 
indifference. Why should they buy many books 
when they bought so little ftimiture ? ” 

0 but, Tom,” said Maggie, her eyes filling with 
tears, as she rushed np to the table to see what 
books had been rescued. Our dear old Pilgrim’s 
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Progress ^at you coloured with your litdo paints ; 
and that picture of Pilgrim with a mantle on, look- 
ing just like a turtle — 0 dear ! ” Maggie wont on, 
half sobbing as she turned over the few books. “ 1 
thought we should never part with that while we 
lived — everything is going away from us — the end 
of our lives will have nothing in it hke the begin- 
ning!” 

Maggie turned awny from the table and ttirew her- 
self into a chair, with the big tears ready to roll 
down her clieeks — quite blinded to the presence of 
Bob, who was looking at her with the pursuant gaze 
of pn intolligent dumb animal, with perceptions more 
perfect than his coniprohonsion. 

“ Well, Bob,” said Tom, feeling that the subject 
of the books was uiiBoasoTiablo, I suppose you just 
came to see mo because we’io in txouble ? That was 
very good-natured of you.” 

‘‘ I'll toll you how it is, Master Tom,” said Boh, 
beginning to untwist his canvass bag. ‘‘You see, 
T’n been with a barge this two ’ear«— that’s how I’n 
been gi'ttiu’ my livin' — if it wasn’t when I was 
tentin’ the furnace, between whiles, at Torry's mill. 
But a fortni't ago I'd a rare bit o’ luck — I allays 
thought I was a lucky chap, for I niver set a trap 
but what T catcliod so’thing ; but this wasn’t a trap, 
it was a fire i' Torry's niiU, an' I doused it, else it 'ud 
ha’ set th’ oil alight, an’ the geuelman gen me ten 
Buvreigns — he gen mo 'em himself last week. An' 
he said first, 1 was a sperritod chap — but 1 knowed 
that afore — ^but then he outs wi’ the ten suvreigns, 
an’ that war summat new. Here they are — all but 
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one I ” Here Bob emptied the canvass bag on the 
table. An' when I'd got ’em, my head was all of 
a boil like a kettle o' broth, thinkin' what sort o’ life 
I should take to — for there war a many trailcs I’d 
thought on; for as for tlio baige, I'm clean tired out 
wi't, for it pulls the days out till they’re as long as 
pigs’ chitterlings. An’ I thought first I'd Im’ fenets 
an’ dogs, an’ be a rat-ketcher ; an' then 1 tlmught as 
I should like a bigger way o’ life, as 1 didn't kiicAv 
so well; for In seen to tlic bultorn o' rat-kctchiug ; 
an’ I thought an* thought till at last I settled I'd be 
a packman, for they'ro kiiowin' fellers, the packmen 
ore — an* I’d carry the lightest tilings I umld my 
2 iack — an’ thcre’d be a use fur a feller's tongue, as 
is no use, neither wi’ rats noi bulges. An’ 1 should 
go about the country far an’ wide, an’ coiiio round 
the women wi’ niy tongue, an’ got niy dinner hot at 
the public — lois I it ’ud bo a lovely life I '* 

Bub paused, and then said, with defiant deciMon, 
as if resolutely turning Ins buck on that iiaradisaio 
piotuxe — 

“ But I don’t mind about it, not a chip 1 An’ I’n 
changed one o’ the suvreigns to buy niy mother a 
goose for dinner, an’ I'n bought a blue plush woa- 
coat an’ a sealskin cap — fur if I meant to be a pack- 
man, I'd do it respectable. But I don’t mind about 
it — not a chip I My yead isn’t a tuinup, an’ I shall 
pVaps have a chance o' dousing another fire afore 
long. I’m a lucky chap. So I'll thank you to take 
the nine suvreigns, Mr Tom, and set yoursen np 
with ’em somehow — if it’s true as the mastei^s broka 
Th^ mayn’t go fiir enough — but they'll help.” 
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Tom Tv*a8 touched keenly enough to forget his 
pride and suspicion. 

You're a very kind fellow, Bob,” he said, colour* 
ing, with that little, diffident tremor in his voice, 
which gave a cei-tain charm even to Tom’s pride and 
severity, and I shan't forget you again, though I 
didn’t know you this evening. But I can’t take the 
nine sovereigns : I should be taking your little for- 
tune from you, and they wouldn’t do me much good 
either.” 

“ Wouldn’t they, Mr Tom?” said Bob, regretfully. 
“ Now don’t say so 'cause you think I want ’em. I 
aren’t a poor chap. My mother gets a good penn’* 
orth wi' picking feathers an’ things ; an' if she eats 
nothin' but brcad-aii'-wator, it runs to fat An' I’m 
such a lucky chap : an’ I doubt you aren’t quite so 
lucky, Mr Tom — th’ old master isn’t, anyhow — an’ 
so you might take a slice o’ my luck, an’ no harm 
done. Lors ! I found a log o’ poik i' the river one 
day: it had tumbled out o’ one o’ them round* 
sterned Dutchmen, I’ll bo bound. Gome, think 
better on it, Mr Tom, for old ’quinotance sake— 
else I shall think you bear me a grudge.” 

Bob pushed the sovereigns forward, but before 
Tom could speak, Maggie, clasping her hands, and 
looking penitently at Bob, said — 

“ 0, I’m so sorry, Bob — ^I never thought you were 
BO good. Why, I tliink you’re the kindest person in 
the world ! ” ^ 

Bob had not been aware of the injurious opinion 
for w^ich Maggie was perfonning an inward act of 
penitence, but he smiled with pleasure at this hand* 
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some eulogy— espeeiallj from a young lass who, as 
he informed his mother that evening, had ‘‘such 
uncommon eyes, they looked somehow as they made 
him feel nohow.” 

No, indeed. Bob, I can’t take them/’ said Tom ; 
but don’t think I feel your kindness less because 
I say no. T don’t want to take anything from 
anybody, but to work my own way. And those 
sovereigns wouldn’t help mo mucli — they wonldil’t, 
really — if I were to take them. Let me shake hands 
with you instead.” 

Tom put out his pink palm, and Bob was not slow 
to place Ills hard, giimy hand within it. 

“ Let me put the sovereigns in the bag again,” 
said Maggie; ‘^and you'll come and see us when 
you've bought your pack, Bob.” 

“ It’s like as if I’d come out o’ make-believe, o' 
purpose to show 'em you,” said Bob, with an air of 
discontent, as Maggie gave him the bag again, 
^‘a^laking ’em back i’ this way. I a bit of a 
Do, you know ; but it isn’t that sort o’ Do : it’s on’y 
when a feller’s a big rogue, or a big flat, 1 like to let 
him in a bit, tliat’s all.” 

“ Now, don’t you be up to any tricks. Bob," said 
Tom, “ else you’ll get trauspoited some day." 

‘‘No, no; not me, Mr Tom,” said Bob, with an 
air of cheerful confidence. “ There's no law again' 
fleabites. If I wasn’t to take a fool in now and 
then, he’d niver get any wiser. But, lors I hev a 
suvreign to bny you and Miss sunimat, on’y for a 
token— jost to match my pocket-knife/’ 

While Bob was spooking he laid down the sove-^ 
TOL« 1. 2 a 
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reign, and resolutely twisted up his bag again. Tom 
pushed back the gold, and said, “ No, indeed. Bob ; 
thank you heartily ; but I can’t take it.” And Maggie, 
taking it between her fingers, held it up to Bob, and 
said, more persuasively — 

Not now — but perhaps another time. If ever 
Tom or my father wants help that you can give, 
we’ll let you know — won't we, Tom? That’s what 
you would like — to have us always depend on you 
as a friend that we can go to— isn’t it, Bob ? ” 

Yes, Miss, and thank you,” said Bob, reluctantly 
taking the money ; that’s what I’d like — anything 
as you like. An' I wish you good-by. Miss, and 
good-luck, Mr Tom, and thank you for shaking 
hands wi’ me, though you wouldn’t take the money.” 
, Kezia's entrance, with very black looks, to inquire 
if she shouldn’t bring in the tea now, or whether tlie 
toast was to get hardened to a brick, was a season- 
able check on Bob’s flux of words, and hastened his 
parting bow. 



CHAPTEE VIL 


HOW A HEN TAKES TO STRATAGEM. 

The (lays passed, and Mr Tnllivcr sliowod, at least 
to the eyes of the m(3diGal man, stronger and stronger 
symptoms of a gradual return to liis normal condi- 
tion : the paralytic obstruction was, little by little, 
losing its tenacity, and the mind was lising from 
under it with fitful struggles, like a living creature 
making its way from tuider a great snowdrift, that 
slides and slides again, and shuts up the newly-made 
opening. 

Time vrould have seemed to creep to the watchers 
by the bed, if it had only been measured by the 
doubtful distant hope which kept count of the 
moments within the chamber; but it was measured 
for them by a fast-approaching dread which made 
the nights come too quickly. While Mr Tulliver 
was slowly becoming himself again, his lot was 
hastening towards its moment of most palpable 
change. The taxing-masters had done their work 
like any respectable gunsmith conscientiously pre- 
paring tlie musket, that, duly pointed by a brave 
ann, will spoil a life or two. Allocaturs, filing of 
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bills in Chanceiy, decrees of sale, are legal chain- 
shot or bomb-shells that can never hit a solitary 
mark, but must fall with widespread shattering. So 
deeply inherent is it in this life of ours that men 
have to suffer for each other’s sins, so inevitably 
diffusive is human suffering, that even justice makes 
its victims, and we can conceive no retribution that 
does not spread be3'ond its mark in pulsations of 
unmerited pain. 

By the beginning of the second week in January 
the bills were out advertising the sale, under a de- 
cree of Chancery, of Mr Tulliver’s farming and other 
stock, to be followed by a sale of the mill and land, 
held in the proper after-dinner hour at the Golden 
Lion. The miller himself, unaware of the lapse of 
time, fancied liimself still in that first stage of his 
misfortunes when expedients might be thought of ; 
and often in his conscious hours talked in a feeble, 
disjointed manner, of plans he would carry out when 
he ‘*got well.” The wife atid children were not 
without hope of an issue that would at least savd 
Mr Tulliver fioin leaving the old spot, and seeking 
an entirely strange life. For uncle Deane had been 
induced to interest himself in this stage of the busi- 
ness. It would not, he acknowledged, be a bad 
speculation for Guest & Co. to buy Dorloote Mill, 
end cariy on the business, which was a good one, 
and might be increased by the addition of steam- 
power ; in which case TuUiver might be retained as 
manager. Still Mr Deane would say nothing decided 
about the matter: the fact that Wakem held the 
mortgage on the land might put it into Lis head to 
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bid for the whole estate, and further, to outbid the 
eautiouB firm of Guest Ss Co., who did not cany on 
business on sentimental grounds. Mr Deane was 
obliged to tell Mrs Tulliver something to that effect, 
when ho rode otot to the mill to inspect the books 
in company with Mrs Glegg: for she had observed 
that “ if Guest & Co. would only think about it, Mr 
Tulliver’s father and grandfather hod been carrying 
on Dorloote Mill long before the oil-mill of that firm 
had been so much as thought of.^^ Mr Deane, in re- 
ply, doubted whether that was precisely the relatioQ 
between the two mills which would determine their 
value as investments. As for uncle Glegg, the thing 
lay quite beyond his imagination ; the good-natured 
mail felt sincere pity for tlie Tulliver family, but his 
money was all looked up in excellent mortgages, and 
he could run no risk ; that would be unfair to his 
own relatives ; but he had made up his mind that 
Tulliver should have some new flannel waistcoats 
which he had himself renounced in favour of a more 
elastic commodity, and that ho would buy Mis Tul- 
liver a pound of tea now and then ; it would be a 
journey which his benevolence delighted in before- 
hand, to carry the tea, and see her pleasure on being 
assured it was the best black. 

Still, it was clear that Mr Deane wras kindly 
disposed tow'ards the TuUivers. One day lie had 
brought Lucy, who was come home for the Christ* 
mas holidays, and the little bloud angel-head had 
pressed itself against Maggie’s darker cheek with 
many kisses and some tears. These fair slim daugh- 
ters keep up a tender spot in the heart of many a 
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respectable partner dn a respectable firm, and per- 
haps Lucy’s anxious pitying questions about her 
poor consins helped to make uncle Deane more 
prompt in finding Tom a temporary place in the 
warehouse, and in putting him in the way of getting 
evening lessons in book-keeping and caloulation. 

Th{),t might have cheered the lad and fed his hopes 
a little, if there had not come at the same time the 
much-dreaded blow of finrhng that his father must 
be a bankrupt^ after all ; at least, the creditors must 
bo asked to take less than their due, wliich to Tom’s 
untechiiical mind was the samo thing as bankruptcy. 
His father must not only be said to have “ lost his 
property,” but to have “ failed ” — the word that car- 
ried the woi st obloquy to Tom’s mind. For when the 
defendant’s claim for costs had been satisfied, there 
would remain the fiiendly bill of Mr Gore, and the 
deficiency at the bonk, as well as the other debts, 
which would make the assets shnnk into unequi- 
vocal disproportion : “ not more than ten or twelve 
shillings in the pound,” predicted Mr Deane, in a 
decided tone, tightening his lips ; and the words fell 
on Tom like a scalding liquid, leaving a continual 
q^art 

He was sadly, in want of something to keep up his 
spirits a little in the unpleasant newness of his posi* 
tion — suddenly transported from the easy oaipeted 
ennni of study-hours at Mr Stelling’s, and the busy 
idleness of oastle-building in a '' last half” at school, 
to the companionship of sacks and hides, and bawl* 
ing men tliundering down heavy weights at his elbo^ 
The first step towards getting on in the world was a 
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chill, dusty, noisy affair, and implied going without 
ond’s tea in order to stay in St Ogg’s and have an 
evening lesson from a one-armed elderly clerk, in a 
room smelling strongly of bad tobacco. Tom’s young 
pink-and-white face had its colouis very much dead- 
ened by the time he took off bis hat at home, and 
sat down with keen hunger to his supper. No won- 
der he was a little cross if his mother or Maggie 
spoke to him. 

But all this while Mrs Tulliver was brooding over 
a scheme by which she, and no one else, would avert 
the rosult^most to be dreaded, and prevent Wakem 
from entertaining the purpose of bidding for the mill. 
Imagine a truly respoctablo and amiable hen, by 
some portentous anomaly, taking to reflection and 
inventing combinations by which she might prevail 
on Hodge not to wiing her neck, or send her and her 
chicks to market : the result could hardly be other 
than much cackling and fluttering. Mrs Tulliver, 
seeing that everything had gone wrong, had begun 
to think tliat she hod boon too passive in life ; and 
that, if she had applied her mind to business, and 
taken a strong resolution now and then, it would 
have been all the bettor for her and her family. No- 
body, it appeared, had thought of g^ing to speak to 
Wakem on this business of the mill ; and yet, Mrs 
Tulliver reflected, it would have been quite the short- 
est method of scouring the right end. It would have 
been of no use, to be sure, for Mr Tulliver to go — 
even if he had been able and willing — ^for he had 
been going to law against Wakem” and abusing 
him for the last ten yearn ; Wakem was always likely 
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to have a spite against liim. And now that Mrs Tul- 
liver had come to the oonolusion that her husband 
was very much in the wrong to bring her into this 
trouble, she was inclined to think that his opinion of 
Wakem was wrong too. To be sure, Wakem had 
“put tlic bailies in tlio house, and sold them up;” 
but she supposed he did that to please the man that 
lent Mr Tulliver the money, for a lawyer had more 
folks to please than one, and he wasn't likely to put 
Mr Tulliver, who had gone to law with him, abovo 
everybody else in the world. The attorney might 
be a very reasonable man — why not ? He had mar- 
ried a Miss Clint, and at the time Airs Tulliver had^ 
heard of that marriage, the summer when she wore 
her blue satin spencer, and had not yet any thoughts 
of Mr Tulliver, she knew no harm of. Wakem. And 
certainly towards herself — whom he knew to have 
been a Miss Dodson — it was out of all possibility 
that he could entertain anything but good-will, when 
it was once brought homo to his observation that sho, 
for her part, had never wanted to go to law, and in- 
deed was at present disposed to take Mr Wakem's 
view of all subjects rather than her husband’s. In 
fact, if that attorney saw a respectable matron like 
herself disposed to give him good words,” .why 
shouldn’t he listen to her representations ? For she 
would put the matter clearly before him, which had 
never been done yet. And he would never, go and 
bid for tlie mill on purpose to spite her, an innocent 
woman, who thought it likely enough that 'she had 
danced with him in their youth at Squire Darleigh'Sy 
for at those big dances she had often and ofteh 
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danced with young men whose names she had 
forgotten. 

Mrs Tulliver hid these reasonings in her own 
bosom ; for when she had thrown out a hint to Mr 
Deane and Mr 61 egg, that she wouldn’t mind going 
to speak to Wakem herself, they liad said, “ No, no, 
no,” and “ Pooh, pooh,” and “Let Wakem alone,” in 
the tone of men who were not likely to give a candid 
attention to a more definite eirposition of her pro- 
ject ; still less dared she mention tlie plan to Tom 
and Maggie, for “the children were always so against 
everything their mother said;” and Tom, she ob- 
served, was almost as muoh set against Wakem as 
his father was. But this unusual concentration of 
thought naturally gave Mrs Tulliver an unusual 
power of device and determination; and a day or 
two before the sale, to bo held at the Gulden Lion, 
when there was no longer any time to be lost, she 
carried out her plan by a stratagem. There were 
pickles in question — a large stock of pickles and 
ketchup which Mrs Tulliver posBCSBcd, and which 
Mr Hyndmarsh the grocer would ceitainly purchase 
if she could transact the business in a poisonal in- 
terview, BO she would walk with Tom to St Ogg’s 
that morning : and w'hen Toni urged that she might 
let the pickles be, at present — he didn’t like her to 
go about just yet — she appeared so hurt at this 
conduct in her son, contradicting her about pickles 
which she had made after the family receipts in- 
heiited from his own grandmother, who had died 
when his mother was a little girl, that he gave way, 
and they walked together until she tumed towards 
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Danish Street, where Mr Hyndmarsh retailed hie 
grocery, not far fi'om the offices of Mr Waikem. 

That gentleman was not yet come to his office : 
would Mrs Tulliver sit down by the fire in his pri- 
vate room and wait for him ? She had not* long to 
wait before the punctual attorney entered, knitting 
his brow with an examining glance at the stout 
blond woman who rose, curtsying deferentially : — a 
tallish man, with an aquiline nose and abundant 
iron-grey hair. You liave never seen Mr Wakem 
before, and are possibly wondering whether he was 
really as eminent a rascal, and as crafty, bitter an 
enemy of honest humanity in general, aqd of Mr 
Tulliver in paiticular, as he is represented, to be in 
that eidolon or portiait of him which we have seen to 
exist in the miller’s mind. j. 

It is clear that the irascible miller was a man to 
interpret any chance -shot that grazed him as an 
attempt on his own life, and was liable to entangle- 
ments in this puzzling world, which, due considera- 
tion had to his own infallibility, required the hypo- 
thesis of a veiy active diabolical agency to explain 
them. It is still possible to believe that the attor- 
ney was not more guilty towards him, than an inge- 
nious machine, which performs its work with much 
regularity, is guilty towards the rash man who, ven- 
turing too near it, is caught up by some fly-wheel 
or other, and suddenly converted into unexpected 
sausages. 

But it is really impossible to decide this question 
by a glance at his person ; the lines and lights of 
HbB human countenance ore like other symbols — ^not 
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always easy to read without a key. On an a priori 
view of Wakem’s aquiline nose, which offended Mr 
Tulliver, there was not more rascality than in the 
shape of his stiff shirt-collar, though this too, along 
with his nose, might have become fraught with 
damnatory meaning when once the lliBcality was 
ascertained. 

“Mrs Tulliver, 1 think?” said Mr Wakem. 

“ Yes, sir. Miss Elizabeth Dodson as was.” 

“ Fray be seated. You have some business with 
me?” 

“Well, sir, yes,” said Mrs Tulliver, beginning to 
feel alarmed at her own courage, now she was really 
in presence of the formidable man, and reflecting 
that she had not settled with heiself how she should 
begin. Mr Wakem felt in his waistcoat pockets, 
and looked at her in silence. 

“ I hope, sir,” she began at last — “ I hope, sir, 
you’re not a- thinking as I bear you any ill-will 
because o’ my husband’s losing his lawsuit, and the 
bailies being put in, and the linen being sold — 0 
dear ! .... for I wasn’t brought up in that way. 
I’m sure you remember my father, sir, for he was 
close friends with Squiie Darleigb^ and we allays 
went to the dances there — tlie^Miss Dodsons — ^no- 
body could be more looked on — and justly, for there 
was four of us, and you’re quite aware as Mrs Glegg 
and Mrs Deane are my sisters. And as for going to 
law, and losing money, and having sales before 
you’re dead, I never saw anything o’ that before I 
was married, nor for a long while often And I’m 
not to be answerable *for my bad luok i’ manying 



880 


THE HILL OH THE FLOSS. 


out o’ my own family into one where the goixigB-on 
was different. And as for being drawn in t^ abase 
you as other folks abuse you, sir, (hat I mver was, 
and nobody can say it of me.** 

Mrs Tulliver shook her head a little, and looked 
at the hem of her pocket-handkerchief. 

“ I've no doubt of what you say, Mrs Tulliver,*' 
said Mr Wakem, with cold politeness. But you 
have some question to ask me V* 

*‘Well, sir, yes. But that’s what I’ve said to 
myself — I’ve said you’d have some nat'ral feeling ; 
and as for my Imsbandj as hasn’t been himself for 
this two months. I’m not a-dofenJing him, in no 
way, for being so liot about th’ origation — not but 
what there’s worse men, for he never wronged no- 
body of a shilling nor a penny, not willingly — and 
as for his fieriness and lowing, what could I do? 
And him struck as if it was with death when he got 
the letter as said you’d the hold upo’ the land. But 
I can’t boh'eve but what you’ll behave as a gentle- 
man.” 

“What does all this moan, Mis Tulliver?” said 
Mr Wakem, rather shaiply. “What do you wont to 
ask^me?” , 

“ Why, sir, if you’ll be so good,” said Mrs Tulli- 
ver, starting a little, and speaking more hurriedly, 
*'if you’ll be so good not to buy the mill an' the land 
"—the land wouldn’t so much matter, only my hus- 
band ’nil be like mad at your having it.” 

Something like a new tljought flashed across Mr 
Wakem’s faoe as he said, “ Who told you I meant to 
bhyit?" 
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Bir, it's none o’ my inventing; and I should 
never ha’ thought of it, for my husband, as ought to 
know about the law, he aUays used to say as lawyers 
had never no call to buy anything— either lands or 
houses — ^for they allays got ’em into their hands 
other waya An’ I should think that ’ud be tho way 
with you, sir; and I niver said as you'd be the man 
to do contraiiy to that.” 

*‘Ah, well, who was it that did say so?” sftid 
Wakem, opening his desk, and moving things about, 
with the accompaniment of an almost inaudible 
whistle. 

“ Why, sir, it was Mr Glegg and Mr Deane, as 
have all the management : and Mr Deane thinks as 
Quest & Co. 'ud buy the mill and let Mr Tulliver 
work it for ’em, if you didn’t bid for it and raise the 
price. And it ’ud be such a thing for my husband 
to stay where he is, if he could get his living : for 
it was his father’s before him, the mill was, and his 
grandfather built it, though I wasn’t fond o’ tlie 
noise of it, when first I was married, for tliere was 
no mills in our family — ^not the Dodsons — and if I’d 
known as the miUs had so much to do with the law, 
it wouldn’t have been me as ’ud have been the first 
Dodson to many one ; but 1 went into it blindfold, 
that I did, erigation and everything.” 

« What I Guest & Co. would keep the mill in their 
own hands, I suppose, and pay your husband wages?’’ 

0 dear, sir, it’s hard to ihink of,” said poor Mrs 
Tulliver, a little tear making its way, as my hus- 
bond should take wa^. But it ’ud look more like 
what used to be, to stay at the mill than, to go any- 
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where else ; and if yoa^ll only think — ^if yon was to 
bid for the mill and buy it, my husband might be 
struck worse than he was before, and niver get bet- 
ter again as he*B getting now.” 

Well, but if I bought the mill, and allowed your 
husband to act as my manager in the same way, how 
then ?” said Mr Wakem. 

'^0 sir, I doubt he could niver be got to do it, not 
if tlie very mill stood still to beg and pray of him. 
For your name’s like poison to him, it’s so as never 
was ; and he looks upon it as you’ve been tlie ruin 
of him all along, ever since you set the law on him 
about the road through the meadow — that’s eight 
year ago, and he’s been going on ever since — as I’Ve 
allays told him he was wrong . . 

“He’s a pig-headed, foul-mouthed fool I” burst 
out Mr Wakem, forgetting himself. 

‘*0 dear, sir I” said Mrs Tulliver, frightened at a 
result so different from the one she had fixed her 
mind on j “I wouldn’t wish to contradict you, but* 
it's like enough he’s changed his mind with this ill- 
ness — ^he’s forgot a many things ho used to talk ■ 
about. And you wouldn’t like to have a corpse on 
yonr mind, if he was to die ; and they do say as it’s 
allays unlucky when Dorlcoto Mill changes l^ands, 
and the water might all run away, and then , . , 
not as I’m wishing you any ill-luck, sir, for I foi]g^t 
to tell you as I remember you’re wedding as if it 
was yesterday — Mrs Wakem was a Miss OUnt, I 
know that — and my boy, as there isn't a nicer, hand- 
somer, straiter boy nowhere, went to school with 
your son . . 
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Iff Wakam rose, opened tba door^ and called to 
one of his clerks. 

<< Ton nmst excuse me for intermpting you, Mrs 
TuUiver; I have business that must be attended to; 
and I think there is nothing more, necessary to be 
said." 

** But if you toould bear it in mind, sir,’' said Mrs 
TuUiver, rising, and not run against me and my 
children ; and I’m not denying Mr Tulliver’s been 
in the wrong, but he’s been punished enough, and 
there's worse men, for it’s been giving to other folks 
has bemi his fault. Ho s done nobody any haim but 
himself and his himily — the more’s the pity — and I 
go and look at the bare shelves every day, and think 
where all my things used to stand." 

"Yes, yes, I’ll bear it in mind/’ said Mr Wakem, 
hastily, looking towards tlie open door. 

" And if you’d please not to say as I’ve been to 
speak to you, for my son ’ud be very angry with 
me for demeaning myself, I know he would, and 
I’ve trouble enough without being scolded by my 
.children.” 

Poor Mrs Tulliver’s voice trembled a little, and 
she could make no answer to tho attorney’s " good 
morning,” but curtsied and walked out in silence. 

"Which day is it that Dorlcote Mill is to be sold? 
Where’s the bill?” said Mr Wakem to his clerk 
when they were alone. 

" Next Friday is the day : Friday, at six o’clock.” 

" Oh I just run to Winship’s the auctioneer, and 
see if he’s at home. 1 have some business for him : 
ask him to come up." ^ 
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Although, when Mr Wakem entered his office that 
morning, he had had no intention of purchasing 
Dorlcote Mill, his mind was already made up : Mrs 
Tulliver had suggested to him several determining 
motives, and his mental glance was very rapid; 
he was one of those men who can be prompt with- 
out being rash, because their motives run in fixed 
tracks, and they have no need to reconcile conflict- 
ing aims. 

To suppose that Wakem had the same sort of in- 
veterate hatred towards Tulliver, that Tulliver had 
towards him, would be like supposing that a pike 
and a roach can look at each other Corn a similar 
point of view. The roach necessarily abhors the 
mode in which the pike gets his living, and the pike 
is likely to think nothing further even of the most 
indignant roach than that he is excellent good eat- 
ing ; it could only be when the roach choked him 
that the pike could entertain a strong personal a&i^ 
mosity. If Mr Tulliver had ever seriously injure^, 
or thwarted the attorney, Wakem would not havtf 
refused him the distinction of being a special ob- 
ject of his vindictiveness. But when Mr Tulliver 
called Wakem a rascal at the market dinner-tabl^^ 
the attorney's clients were not a whit inclined fo 
witlidraw their business from him; and if, wh^ 
Wakem himself happened to be present, somejoCosa 
cattle-feeder, stimulated by opportunity and brandyi 
made a thrust at him by alluding to old ladies' wiUs, 
he maintained perfect sang froid^ and knew jquite well 
that the majority of substantial men then present 
were perfectly contented with the fact that Wakem 
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was Wakem ; " that is to say, a man who always 
knew the Stepping-stones that would cariy him 
through very muddy bits of practice. A man who 
had made a large fortune^ had a handsome house 
among the treea at Tofton, and decidedly the finest 
stock of port-wine in the neighbourhood of St Ogg’s, 
was likely to feel« himself on a level with public 
opinion. And I am not sure tliat oven honest Mr 
TuUiver himself, with his general view of law as a 
cockpit, njight not, under opposite circumstances, 
have seen a fine appropriateness in the truth that 
“ Wakem was Wakem ; since I havo understood 
from persons versed in history, that mankind is not 
disposed to look narrow ly into the conduct of great 
victors when their victory is on the right side. 
Tulliver, then, could be no obstruction to Wakem ; 
On the contrary, he was a poor devil whom the 
la^er had defeated several times — a hot-tempered 
fellow, who would always give you a handle against 
him. Wakem’s conscienco was not uneasy because 
he bad used a few tricks against the miller : why 
should he hate that unsuccessful plaintilT — that 
pitiable, furious bull entangled in the meshes of a 
net? 

' Still, among the various excesses to which human 
,imture is subject, moralists have never numbered 
•that of being too fond of the people who openly 
revile us. The suGcessful Yellow oandidate for the 
borough of Old Topping, perhaps, feels no pursu* 
ant meditative hatred toward the Blue editor who 
consoles his subsoribers with vituperative ihetorio 
agaiost TeQow men who sell their country, and are 
VOL. I. 2 b 



886 


THE MILL ON THE FLOBS. 


the demons of private life; but he might not be 
sorry, if law and opportunity favoured, to kiok that 
Blue editor to a deeper shade of his favourite colour. 
Prosperous men take a little vengeance now and 
then, as they take a diversion, when it comes easily 
in their way, and is no hindrance to business ; and 
such small unimpassioned revenges have an enor- 
mous cfTcct in lifo, ninning through all degrees of 
pleasant infliction, blocking the fit men out of 
places, and blackening characters in unpremeditated 
talk. Still more, to see people who have been only 
insignificantly oflcnsive to us, reduced in life and 
humiliated without .niiy special clTorts of ours, is apt 
to have a soothing, flattering infinenco : ProvidencOi 
or some other prince of this world, it appears, has 
undeitakeu the task of retribution fur us; and really, 
by an agrconblo constitution of things, our enemies 
somehow dont prospi'r. 

Wakem was not without this parenthetic vindio- 
tiveness towards the uncomplimentary miller ; afld 
now liliB Tullivcr had put the notion into his head, 
it presented itself to him as a pleasure to do the veiy 
thing that would cause Mr Tulliver the most deadly 
mortification, — and a pleasure of a complex kind, not 
made up of crude malice, but mingling with it the 
relish of Sf^lf-approbation. 'To see an enemy humi- 
liated gives a certain contentment, but this is jejune ' 
compared with the highly blent satisfaction of seeing ' 
him humiliated by your benevolent action (W oonoes^ 
sion on his behalf. That is a sort of revenge wkiidi 
falls into the scale of virtue, and Wakj9m was not 
witlmut an intention of keeping that scale respect- 
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ably filled. He had once had the pleasure of put- 
ting an old enemy of his into one of tho St Ogg's 
alms-houses, to the rebuilding of which ho had given 
a laige subscription; and hoie wns an opportunity 
of providing for another by luakiug him his ouii ser- 
vant. Such things give a completeness to piosperity, 
and contribute elements of ngn^eable consciousness 
that are not dreamed of by that shoit-siglited, over- 
heated vindictiveness, which goes out of its way to 
wreak itself in direct injury. And Tnllivor, witli his 
rough tongue filed by a sense of obligation, would 
make a better servant tlinn any chanco-fellow who 
was cap-in-hand for a situation. Tul liver was known 
to be a man of proud honesty, and Wakcm was too 
acute not to believe in tho existence of honesty. IFo 
was given to observing individuals, unt to judging of 
them according to maxims, and no one know better 
than ho that all men wore not like himself. Besides, 
he intended to ovcilook the whole businesH of land 
and mill pretty closely: he was fond of tlicse practi- 
^oal rural matters. But there wore good reasons for 
purcliwsing Dorlcote Mill, quite apart from any be- 
nevolent vengeance on the miller. It was really a 
capital investment ; besides. Quest & Co. wero going 
to bid for it Mr Quest and Mr Wukom wore on 
fiiendly dining terms, and the attoiney liked to pre- 
dominate over a ship-owner and mill-owner who wa|^ 
a little too loud in the town affairs as well as in his 
taUe-talk. For Wakem was not a mere man of busi- 
ness; he was oonsidered a pleasant fellow in the 
upper oirolfs of St Ogg’s — chatted amusingly over 
his port-winei did a little amateur fanning, and bad 
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Gortainly been an excellent lin»banrl and father : at 
cliiucli, when lie went there, ho sat under the hand- 
F^oniest of mural monuments elected to the memory 
of Ins wife. Most men would have mamed again 
iiudor Ins circumstances, but he was said to be moie 
tender to liis defoimod son tlian most men were to 
tlieir hcbt-sliiipen olfsining. No‘t that Mr Wakem 
had lint othci sons liesidcs Philii»; but towards thorn 
he h«*ld only a chiaroscuro parentage, and provided 
for Ihem in a giade of life duly beneath his own. In 
tins fact, indeed, theie lay the clenching motive to 
the purchase of Dorlcolo Mill While Airs Tulliver 
was talking, it had occuired to the raiiid-minded 
Luvyci, among all the other circumstances of the 
case, that this pm chase would, in a few years to 
come, furnish a highly buitaldo position for a cer- 
tain favouiilc lad whom ho meant to bring on in the 
woild. 

I'ln^so weic Ihe mental conditions on which Mrs 
Tulliver had nudertakon to act jx^rsuasively, and had 
faded : a fact which may receive some illustration 
fiorii the remark of a gieat jihilosi'plicr, that fiy- 
lishers fail in prejiaring their bait so as to make 
it alluring in the right quarter, for want of a due 
acquaintance with the subjectivity of fishes. 



CHAPTER VJIL 

DAYLianT ON THE WRECK. 

It was a clear fiosly Jatniary c^ay on wliicli l^Fi Tiil- 
liver fiist came down-stairs: the sun on Iho 

chestnut houghs and the roofa o])pnMto hia window 
had made him impatumtly dechiio tlial lie would ho 
caged up no loiigei : ho thought eveiywhcro would 
bo more cheery under this sunshirio than his bed- 
room; for ho know nothing of the baieness below, 
which made tho flood of minshino iinpoi tunate, as if 
it had an unfeeling pleasiiio in showing the empty 
places, and tlio marks whero well-known obj(*ets oiico 
had been. Tho impresaion on his mind that it was 
but yesterday when lio received tlio letter fiom IMr 
Oore was so continually implied in Ins talk, and tlio 
attempts to convey to him the idea that many weeks 
had passed and much had happened since then, had 
been so soon swept away by renin out foigotfulness^ 
that even Mr Tiiinbull Iiad begun to despair of pre- 
paring him to meet the facts by previous knowledge. 
The full sense of the piesnit could only bn nnpaitod 
gradually by now cxpcrienco — not by mere words, 
wdiicb must remain weaker than tho impiessions left 
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by tlio old expoiieiice. This resolution to come 
down-stairs was Ije.-iid with ticrabliiig by the wife 
and children. Mrs 'rullivor said Tom must not go 
to St Ogg's at tlio usual hour — ho must wait and see 
his father down-staiis : and Tom complied, though 
with an iuleuso iiiwiaid slumping fioin the painful 
BcoiK*. Tlio lieaits of all three had been iiioio deeply 
d(‘ji*ctcMl llicin ever during the last few days. For 
Guest & Oo. liad not bought the mill ; both mill 
and land liad been knocked down to Wakom, who 
had been ov(*r tlio pieniises, and liad laid before Mr 
Deane and IMr Gh'gg, in Mrs Tiilhver’s presence, his 
willingness to employ Mr Tnlhver, in case of his ro- 
coveiy, as a manager of the business. This proposi- 
tion liad occasioned much family debating. Uncles 
and aunts were almost unanimously of opinion that 
such an oITit ought not to be i ejected when there 
was nothing in the way but a feeling in Mr Tulli- 
vei’s mind, whieli, as neither aunts nor uncles shared 
it, wiia regarded as entindy unreasonable and childish 
— indeed, as a transferi iiig tow'ards Wakom of that 
izidignution and hatred whuh Mr Tulhver ought pro- 
perly to have diiccted against hiinscdf for his general 
quarrelsomeness, and Ins special exhibition of it in 
going to law. Hero was an opportunity for Mr Tul- 
hver to juovide for his wife and daughter without any 
assistance from his ivife's relations, and without that 
too evident descent into pauperism which makes it 
annoying to rcspecf^able people to meet the degraded 
member of the family by the wayside. Mr Tulliver, 
Mrs Glegg considered, must be made to feel, when he 
came to his light mind, that he could never humble 
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himself enough; for that hud cuiiie which she had 
always foreseen would come oi ]ijs insolence in time 
past thoni as w'ere the host Ihi iids he'd got to 
look to.” Mr CJlegg and l)(Miie weie loss stern 
in their views, hut Lliey both ot tlieni thought 'Pnl- 
liver had dune enough luiiin by his liot-lcuipeied 
crotchets, and ought to }»ut them out of the question 
when a livelihood was olleivd liim : AVakcni showed 
a right feeling about the matter — he had no giudge 
against Tullivei. Tom had piotested ag.iiiist enlei- 
taiiiing tlic |iio[)osiLion : ho shouldn't likn his father 
to be under AVakein ; li<» thought it would look mcan- 
spiilted ; but his mothers nitim distiess w'.is the ulLor 
impossibility of ever turning Mi Tnlliviu iimnd 
about Wakeiii/' oi getting him to lieai risisoii — no, 
they W'ould all h»i\o to go ami li\e m a pigsty on 
puip(»se to sj)ile \Vak<*in, wlio speJ.i' “so as nobody 
could bo faiiei.” Indeed, ]\Iis Tnllivei’s mind was 
reduced to such confusion hj li> mg lu tliis slraiigo 
mediiiiu of niiaceouiitahle soiiow', against wliicli she 
continually njipealed by asking, “ (.) dt‘ar, what have 
I done to desorvo woise than otln*r women?” that 
IMaggio began to suspect her pooi mothers wits wciii 
quite going. 

“Tom,” she sdid, wheu they woie out of their 
father’s room together, “ wi* must tiy to make father 
understand a little of what has hapjumod before lie 
goes down-stairs. Hut wc must get iny mother 
away. She will say somethu'g that will do liaim. 
Ask Kozia to fetch her down, and keep her engaged 
with something in the kitch( u.’’ 

Kezia waa equal to tlic task. Having declared hei; 
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intf'ntion of staying till the mastci could get about 
again, “ wago or no wage/’ she had found a certain 
recompense in keeping a strong hand over her mis- 
ti'OHB, scolding her for “ inoitheiiiig ” heiself, and 
going about all day without cliaiiging her cap, and 
looking as if she was “mushed/* Altogether, this 
time of 1 rouble was lathei a Satunialiaii time to 
Keziii ; she could scold liei hetlcrs with iiniopioved 
freedom On tins jiaiticuhir occasion tlieie w’eio 
di\iiig clothes to he fetched in : she wished to know 
if one pjiii of li.inds could do (•\ eiylhing iii-doois and 
out, andoliseived that shr shouhl have thought it 
w«»nld bo good foi ]\Iis Tullivoi to put on lier bonnet, 
and get a breath of fiesli air hy doing tliat nct'dful 
piece of w’oilc. Poor Mis Tulliver w’eiit submissively 
dowii-staiis : to bo oidercd about by a servant was 
the last reiiluaiit of her liouauludd (lignities — she 
W'oiild soon have no scivant to scold lier 

Mr Tullivoi was lesting iii hi.s ehaii a little aftei 
the fatigui* of diessing, and Jilaggio and Toni w'eic 
S(‘ated near him, when Luke entered to ask if lie 
should help master dowm-hiaiis. 

“ Ay, ay, Luke, stop a hit, wt down,” said Air Tul 
liver, pointing his stick towards a chair, and looking 
at him with that piir.^uaiit gazo which convalescent 
persons often have for those who have tended them, 
reminding one of an infant gazing about after iis 
nurse For Luke had binm a constant night- watcher 
by his masters bed. 

“ How’s the w’ater now', eli, LuKe ? ” said Air Tul- 
liver “ Dix hasn't been choking you up again, eh?” 

“ No, sir, it*8 all right '* 
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“ Ay, I thought not : ho ivou*t ho in a hurry at 
that again, now Ihley's boon to sottlo liiin. Q^bat 
was what I said to Itiloy yestoidny .... I 
said 

Mr Tullivor leanc<\ forward, rosting Inn olhowi^ on 
the aitn-chnir, and looking on the gmund ns if in 
search ofsoinotlnng — stiiving aftiT vaijishing iinngra 
liko a man stiuggling against a do/t^ ]\liiggio loukod 
at Tom in inuto distress — theii railici’s mind was srr 
far off tho picsont. winch wMiuld hy-and-by lliriist 
itself on his wandiTing consciniiMiess ! ^rmii w.is 
almost ready to nisli aw'ay, wilh lluit imi»!i 1 icncc of 
painful omniion wliioli makes one of lire dillucnoi'H 
between youth and maiden, man and WMmian. 

“Father,'* said Magi»h\ l.i\ ing her hand on Ins, 
“ don’t you remcndicr that Ulr Itiley is dead ? ” 

“Dead?" said Mr Tullivei, slnrply, looking in 
her f.ico with a shaiigc*, examining glance. 

“ VcP, ho died of apoplexy iicaily a year’ ago ; 1 
remember hearing you say yon had to pay money for 
liiin ; and ho left his daughters badly off — one of 
them is uiidcr-tcachcr at Miss Fiiinss’s, wliero iVo 
been to school, you knowr . . 

“ All ? ” said her liitlim, doubtfully, still hioking 
in her face But ns soon us Tom licgan to spe.ik ho 
tuiricd to look at /tim with tho ^aim* inrjuiiing glanccH, 
as if ho were rather .Mirpiised at tho piescmco of these 
two young people. Wlionevei his mind was wander- 
ing 111 tho far past, he fell into this obli\mii of tlieir 
actual faces : they were nottlinsr* of the lad and the 
little wench who belonged to that pa>t. 

“ It s a long while since you had the dispute with 
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Dix, father,” said Tom. I remember your talking 
about it three years ago, before I went to school at 
Mr Stolling’s. Tvo b(»on at scliool there three years ; 
don’t you roiueiribor ? ” 

Mr TulUvor threw hiniRolf backward again, los- 
ing tlie childliko ouiwaid glance under a rush of 
now ideas, winch div(*itcd liim fiom external impres- 
sions. 

“Ay, ay,” ho said, after a m inn to or two, “ Tvo 
paid a de.d o’ iiioiicy .... 1 was dcteimincd my 
son should have a good eddication : I’d none my- 
self, and I've felt the miss of it And lie’ll want no 
other forliii’ ; that's ^^hat T say , . .if Wakom 
^^as to get the ladter of me again . . 

The thought of Wakem lousod new \ibrntions, 
and aftei a iiioinent'a pause he bi'gaii to look at tho 
coat he had on, and to feel in his side-pouket. Then 
he turned to Tom, and said, in his old sharp way, 

“ NVlie.ie ha\o they put (hue's lettei V” 

It was close at hand in a drawer, foi ho had often 
asked for it heioie, 

“ You know >\hut there is in the leltei, father?'* 
said Tom, as ho gave it to him. 

“To he hiiie I ih),” said Mr Tulliver, rather 
ongiily. “ Wliiit o' that? If Finley can’t take to 
the pioperly, somebody else can : tln^re’s plenty 
o* people in the world besides Finley, But it’s 
hindering — my not being well — go and tell ’em 
to get the horse in the gig, Luke : 1 can got 
down to St Ogg’s well enough— Gore’s expecting 
me.” 

“ No, dear father!” Maggie buist out entrcalingly, 
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“ it*fl a very long wliilo since all that ; you Vo been 
ill a great many works — ^moro than two mouths — 
everything is changed.” 

Mr Tullivcr looked at thorn all thico alteinatoly 
with a startled gaze : the idea tliat much had hap- 
pened of which ho knew nothing had often tiansiont- 
ly arrested him bofoio, but it oaiiie upon him now 
with entire novedty. 

“ Yes, father,” said Tom, in answer to tlio gazo. 
“You needn’t trouble your mind al^oiit biiKiiu\ss 
until you aio rpiiteurll : evervlliing is settled about 
that for the presiMit — about tiio mill and the land 
and the d(d)ts.” 

“ What's settled, then ? ” said his father, angrily 

“ Don’t you take on too much about it, sii,” said 
Luke. “ You'd ba* paid iveryboily if yon could— 
that’s what I said to ^faster 'I’om — I said you'd ha' 
paid iverybody if you could.” 

Good Luko fdr, after Ibc luauncr of contented 
hard-woiking men whose lives bavo Is'en spent in 
aervitudejtllmt sense of iiatnnil fitness in rank \\ Inch 
made his master’s downfall a tragiuly to biin. JFo 
was urged, in his slow way, to say somelliing Ibat 
would express his share iii Ifle family soriow, and 
these words, wliicli he h.ul used ovlt and ovcT again 
to Tom when ho wanted to decline the full payment 
of his fifty pounds out of the childien's money, weio 
the most ready to his tongue. Tliey were just the 
words to lay the most painful hrdd on his master's 
bewildered mind. 

“Paid everybody?” he said, with vebeuient agi- 
tation, his face flushing, and his eye lighting up. 



396 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


“ Why .... what .... have they made me a 
bankrupt f ” 

“ 0 father, dear father I ” said Maggie, who 
th()uj>ht that terrible woid really represented the 
fact ; “ bear it well — because we love you — ^your 
childion >m11 always lovo yon Tom will pay them 
all ; ho says he will, when he/s a man.*’ 

Rh(» felt her falliei boginniiig to tremble — his 
voieo trembled too, as ho said, after a few moments — 

“Ay, my litilo weneli,* hut 1 shall never live 
twice o’er.” 

“ But poihaps you will live to soo mo pay every- 
body, father,” s.iid Tom, ppeakiiig with a great 
effort. 

“ Ah, my lad,” said Idr Tiilliver, shaking his head 
slowly, “ but what’s bioko can never bo whole again : 
it 'ud be youi doing, not mine ’* Then, looking up 
at him, “ You'io only sixteen — it’s an up-hill fight 
for you — but you inusln't thiow' it at your father; 
the raskills have been too many foi him. I've given 
you a g«’od eddication — that'll slait you 

Something in his thio.it half-diokcd the last 
wmrds ; tho Hush winch had alarmed his children 
booause it had so o^ien jin'ceded a recurrenco of 
paralysis, had suhsidod, and his face looked pale 
and tren.nlous. Toni said nothing : ho w^as still 
stiuggling against his inclination to rush away. 
His father zemaiued quiet a minute or two, but 
his mind did not Roem to bo wandering again. 

“ Havo they sold mo up, then ? ” ho said, more 
calmly, as if ho were possessed simply by the desiio 
to know what had happened. 
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“ Everytliing is Hold, father ; hut we don’t know 
all nl>out the mill i-iiid tlie land yet,” said Tom, 
anxious to ward off any question lending to llic 
iiict that Wukom v^ns the ])uieliaser. 

“ You must not ho aurpiisiMl to see tho room look 
veiy bare down-stairs, father,” said Maggie;' “hut 
there’s your chair and the buieau — thpyrc not gone ” 
“ Let us go — ^liclp me down, Lnki* — I'll go and hi*o 
everything,” said Mr Tulli\er, leaning on ]iih stick, 
and streloliing out his othei hand towards fjiike. 

“Ay, sir,” said Luke, as he g.‘i\o Ins arni to his 
master, “you’ll make up >oni mind to't a hit better 
when you've seen iveiythiiig : you’ll get used to’t. 
That’s what luy mother says about her shoitness o’ 
breatli — she says she's made fru mis wi’t now, though 
^she fought again' it s(iie«when it fust eomc on.” 

Maggie ran on before to see that all was right iii 
the dreary jiarlour, wlioio tlic fire, dulled by the 
frosty sunshine, Heomed jiaii of the geneial sliahhi- 
iiPHs. She turned her f.ilhci's ehair, and pushed 
aside the *tahle to make an easy way for him, and 
then stood with a heating heait to see Iniii enter 
and look round for tho fust time. Tom ad^aneod 
before him, carrying the log- rest, aiifl stooil hesido 
Maggie on tho hearth. Of those two young lioarts 
Tom’s suffered tlio most unmixed i)ain, for Afaggie, 
with all her keen susceptibility, yet felt as if tho 
sorrow made larger room for her love to flow in, 
and gave hreatiiing-spaco to li'>r passionato natuio. 
No true hoy feels tliat : ho w’ould rather go and 
slay the Nemean lion, or perform any round of 
heroic labours, than endure perpetual appeals to 
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hifl for evils over wliich he can make no 

conquest. ** 

Mr Tullivor paused just inside the door, resting on 
Luko^ and looking round him at all the bare places, 
whicli for him weio filled with the shadows of de- 
pai'tod objects — the daily companions of his life. 
His faculties soerned to bo r(‘iio\ving their streng^i 
from getting a footing on this demonstration of the 
soiises 

“ All ! ** ho said, slowly, moving towards his chair, 
“ they’ve sold mo up ... . they’ve sold me up.” 

Tln‘U seating himself, and laying down his stick, 
while Luke h^ft the room, ho looked round again. 

“ They'll left the lug Ihhle,” he said. “ It's got 
evorything in — w'lien I was born and mained — 
biing it me, Tom *' 

Tho qnaito Bible was laid open before him at 
the fly-leaf, and wliile ho was reading with slowly- 
trav(*lling oyos, Mrs 'Fiillivor entered the room, but 
stood in muto sinpiiso to find her husband down 
alreaily, and with tlio groat Bible before him. 

“Ah,’’ Lo said, looking at a R])ot where his Anger 
lostcd. “iny mother was Margarot Beaton— she died 
whon slio was forty-sovon : hers wasn't a long-lived 
family — we’ro onr mother's children — Giitty and me 
arc — wo shall go to our last bod before long.” 

Ho seemed to be pausing over tho record of his 
sister’s birth and marriage, as if it wore suggesting 
new thoughts to him : tlien he suddenly looked up 
at Tom, and said, in a sharp tone of alarm— • 

“ They haven’t come upo’ Moss for the pioney as 
I lent him, have they ? ” 
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“ No, father, ^ said Tom ; the note burnt.” 

tfr Tullivor turned Ids ovcs on tlie page again, 
and presently said — 

‘‘All .... KLizahoth Dodson .... it’s eighteen 
year since I manied hci . . 

“Como next Ijadyday,'* said Mis Tullivor, going 
up to his side and looking at the ])!ige. 

Her husband iixed Ins eyes o.iiiiosny on her face. 

“Poor llessy," he s.pd, “yon was a jnetty lass 
then — evoiybody saul so — and T used to think you 
kept your good hwiks laiely. But you*ii» sorely 
aged .... don't you bear mo ill-will .... I 
meant to do ^\ell by \iiii .... we pioiniscd ono 
another for better or foi wotm* 

But I nov(‘r thought il. hid be so for worse 
^as this,” said iioor j\Iir Tiilliver, uilh the strange, 
scared look that had conio o\ei her of late ; “ and 
niy poor fatluT gavo mo away . . . and t*) como 

on so all at onco . . . 

“ 0 mother,” said Maggie, “ don't talk iu that 

,1 

way.' 

“ No, I know you won’t let your poor mother 
speak .... that's been the way all niy life . . . 
your father never njinded what I said .... it 'ud 
have boon n’ no use fr)r mo to bog and pi ay .... 
and it 'ud be no uso now, not if I was to go down 
o' my hands and kneos ...” 

“ Dbn't say so, Bessy,” said Mr Tullivor, whose 
pride, in those first momonts of humiliation, was in 
abcyanco to the sense of some jiiatico in liis wife's 
roproach. “ If tliero’s anything left a * 1 could do 
to make you amends, I wouldn't say you nay.” 



400 


THE MILL' THE FLOSS. 


“ Thenll^e might stay here aod get a living, and 
T might keep among ray own sisters .... and me 
been siioh a good wife to you, and never crossed 
you from week’s end to week’s end .... and they 
all say so ... . iho}- say it 'iid he notliiug but 
light .... only you ro so tinned against Wakem.” 

“Mothoi/* said T«nn, sovorely, “ tins is not the 
time to talk about tliat.” 

“ Ijot boi be,” said Mi Tullivor. “ Say what you 
m»*an, lh*ssy.** 

“ Wliy, 11' »w Iho mill and the land’s all Wakem's, 
and lie’s got ev'Tytliing in his liands, what’s the use 
o’ setting your face against him? — when ho says 
you limy stay lioie, and speaks as fair as can be, 
and says you nniy manage the business, and have 
Unity hliilling a- week, and a hoise to ride about 
to market? And wlieio have wo got to put our 
beads ? Wo must go into one o’ tlio cottages in 
the village . . . and mo and niy clnldien bioiight 
down to that .... and all because you must set 
your mind against folks till there’s no turning 
you ’’ 

]\[i Tullivor had sunk back in bis chair, trem- 
bling. 

“ You may do as you like wi’ me, Bessy,” he 
said, in a low voice ; “ I'n been the bunging of 
you to poverty .... this world’s too many for me 
.... I’m nought but a bankrupt — it’s iib use 
standing up for anything now.” 

“ Fatlicr,” said Tom, ” I don’t agree with my 
mother or my uncles, and I don’t think you ought 
to submit to bo under Wakem. T get a pognd 
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o-week now, and you can find 8omotking%l8o to do 
when you get well*’ 

“Say no moio, Tom, Bay no more: IVo had 
enough fur this day Givo mo a kisB, lioBBy, and 
let us bear one another no ill-will : wo slnill never 
be young again .... This Witrld'a b(‘cn too many 
for mo." 


VOL 1. 


2 c 



CTlArTEIf IX. 

AX ITEM ADDED TO THE FAMILY KEIUSTEll. 

That iiist Tiioiuoiit of ri*iiniicial:ii»n and HulmiiKSion 
was fnl!c)\\od by days ot \iolL'nt in llio 

millers mind, as tlio giadual access of bodily 
brou^bl with it iiicrcaKinpf ability lo oin- 
braco in omo view all Iho oontliotiiig conditions 
nndor uhieli found liiniHolf. Feeblo limbs easily 
losigii lliemsolves to lio totliored, and when wo aro 
subdued b}" sickness it soeiiis possible to us to fulfil 
pledgos wliieb the old \igtuir comes back and bi oaks. 
Thoio worn times when poor Tulliver thought Iho 
fullilriieut of Ins promise to Bessy was somotJiing 
quite too hard for human uatuiu : ho had promised 
hor witliout knowing what slio was going to say — 
she might as w'oll have asked him to carry a ton 
weight on his hack. But again, tlioro w^ero many 
feelings arguing on lier side, besides tlie senso that 
life had been made hard to her by having married 
him. Pie saw a possibility, by mucli pincliing, of 
saving nionoy out of his salary towards paying a 
second dividend to his creditors, and it would not be 
eas^lsewhere to get a situation such as he could 
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fill, lie liad lod an easy life, ordciing mucli and 
woikiiig little, and had no aptitude lor any new 
business lie must perhajis take to day-labour, and 
his wife must have liclx) li(»in her sisleis — a piospccf 
doubly bitter to linn, now they had l(‘t all Lossy *s 
precious things bo sold, piobably Is'causo lh(*y likeil 
to set her against him, by making hei that he 
Jiad bronglit her to tli.it piiss. lie listened to then 
admonitory talk, when tliey caiiio to uigo on him 
what he was bound to do for poor JJessy's s.'ike, ^Ailh 
averted eyes, that every now and lin'ii Hashed on 
them fnilively when their baeksweio luiued. Nothing 
but the diead (»f needing their helj) eoidd ha\() made 
it an easiei ali(*inali\o to take llioir .idviee 

Ilut tlie st longest inihience of all was the love of 
the old piennses wlieK^ ho had iiiii about when ho 
was a hoy, just as Tom had done after him. The 
Tulliveis had lived on this S2)ot Ibi geiieiations, and 
lio had sal listening on a low stool on winter even- 
ings uliilo hiM lather talked of the old half-timbered 
mill that had heeu tlioio beforo the hist gieat Hoods 
which damaged it so that his grandfather pulled it 
down and built llio new one. It was when lie got 
able to walk about and look at tall the old objects, 
tliat lio felt the strain of this i linging alfcolioii for 
the old homo as pait of his life, jiait of himself. ^ 
He couldn’t bear to tliirik of himself living on any 
other spot than this, where he knew the sound of 
every gate and door, and felt that the shape and 
colour of every roof and weather- stain and broken 
liillock was good^ because bis growing senses had 
been fed on them. Our instructed vagrancy, which 
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has liardly time to linger by tlio lietlgerows, but 
runs aw.iy oaily to tlio tropics, and in at home with 
])alins and banyans, — which is nnuiislicd on books of 
travel, and stretches the theatio of its imagination to 
the Zambesi, — can liaidly get a dim notion of what 
an old-fashioned man liko I'nlliver felt for this spot, 
where alibis memories ceiiliod, and wheie life seemed 
liko a faindiar smooth-hundlcd tool that the fingers 
clutch \\ iLli lo\ ing case. And ,pist now ho was living 
in that fioahemMl memoiy of the lar-oiT time which 
comes to us in the passive hours of locoveiy from 
sickness. 

“ Ay, Luke,” ho said, ono aftornoon, as ho stood 
looking over the orchard gate, “ I reniemhoi tlio day 
they planted those apiile-tioes. My fat Iku’ was o hugo 
man for planting — it was like a meny-making to him 
to get a cait full o’ young trees — and I used to stand 
i’ the cold witli him, and follow him about liko a 
dog.” 

Tlioii ho tinned round, and, loaning against tho 
gate-post, looked at tho oiiposito buildings. 

“Tlio old mill hid miss me, I think, Luke. There’s 
a story as wlion tho n-ill changes hands, the river’s 
angiy — I've hcaid my father say it many a time. 
There’s no telling whether there mayn’t be snmmat 
in tho story, for tins is a puzzling woihl, and Old 
HaiTy’s got a finger in it — it's been too many for 
me, I know.” 

“ Ay, sir,” said Ijiike, with sootliing sympathy, 
“what wi’ the lust on tho wheat, an’ the filin’ o’ the 
ricks an’ that, as I’ve seen i’ my time — things often 
looks comical : there’s the bacon fat wf our last pig 
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runs away like butter — it leaves nought but a 
scratohin*,” 

“ Tt’s just as if it was yestenlay, now,” Mr Tulli- 
vor wont on, “ when luy fallior began tlie nialiing. 
I ronienibei, tho day they tinisliod tli« innlt-liouso, I 
thought Ruininat great was in coino of it ; for w'oM 
a plum-puildiiig that day and a bit of a foast, and I 
said to my inollitT — she Tvas a line daik-cyod woman, 
my mother was — ^Ihe little woncli ’nil ])o as like her 
as two peas." — Here Mr Tu]li\er put his slick be« 
tween his legs, and took out Ins smiil-box, for tho 
groatta enjoynient of tins anectlolo, avIucIi dropped 
from him in fiagnients, as if lio eveiy otluT momont 
lost iiairatiou in vihion. ‘‘1 was !i littlo chap no 
higher iniieli fliaii niy mother’s knee — she was sore 
fond of ns childnm, Oiitty and Tm» — and so 1 said to 
her, ‘ Mother,’ 1 Siiid, ‘ shall wx' have plimi-puddmg 
cver^ day because o’ the lualt-hoiise ? ’ Slio used to 
tell me oMhat till her dying day. She was but a 
young woman when she died, my mother was. But 
it’s forty good yc^ar Binco tlicy iimsheil tho malt- 
liousc, and it isn’t many days out of ’em all, as 1 
havoi/t looked out into the yaid theie, th(3 first 
thing in the morniug — all ivoatliors, fioin a ears end 
to year's end. I should go ofl* uiy liead in a new 
place. I should he like as if I'd lost my wav. It’s 
all haid, AAhichever Avay I look at it — Ihe haincss 
’nil gall me — but it 'ud Bo sum mat to diaw along 
the old road, instead of a new un. ' 

“Ay, sir,” said Luke, “you’d ho a deal bolter here 
nor in some new place. I can’t abide new ] daces 
mysen : things is allays awk ard — narroAV-vi heeled 
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wagginfl, belike, and the stiles all another sort, an' 
oat-cuke i’ some places, tow'rt tli' head o'* the Floss, 
there. It's poor woik, changing your coimtiy-side.” 

“ But I doubt, Luke, tliey’ll be for getting rid o' 
Ben, and inaking you do with a hid — and I must 
help a bit am' tlio mill. You'll Lave a w'oiso 
place." 

“ Ne'er mind, sir/’ said Luke, “ I Blian't plague 
iiiyscii. I'n been wi* 3011 twenty year, an* you can't 
gel twenty year wi* wliistlm’ for 'em, no more nor 
you can make the tiei's giow : you iniin wait till 
dod A’mightj' semis ’em. 1 can’t abide new victual 
nor new laces, I can’t — you niviT know but what 
they’ll giipe you.’’ 

The A\alkuas finished in silence aftoi this, for 
Luke liad diabuilliem‘d hiinsidf of thoughts to an 
extent that left his conveisational resouiccs quite 
banen, and Mi Tulliver liad ixdapsed from his recol- 
lections into a painful inetlitation on the choice of 
hardships before him IVlaggio noticed that ho was 
unusually absent that evening at lea ; and aftor- 
waids In' sat leaning loiwaid in his chair, looking 
at the gioiind, moving bis lips, and shaking his head 
from time to time. T'len ho looked haid at Mrs 
Tulliver, who w'as kiiiUiug opposite him, then at 
Maggie, who, as she bent over hci seiving, was iii- 
tonsely conscious of some diama going forward in 
her father’s mind. Suddenly ho took up the poker 
and broke the large coal fieicely. 

“ Dear licart, Mr Tulli\er, what can you be think- 
ing of ? " said his wife, looking up in alarm : “ its 
very wasteful, bieaking the coal, and W'e’vo got 



THB MILL ON THE FLOS&L 


' 407 


hardly any largo ooal loft, and 1 don’t know whore 
the rest is to come from.” 

“ I don’t think you're quite so >voll to-night, arc 
yon, father?” said Maggie; “you seem niioasy.” 

“ Why, how is it Tom doesn't ciuno ? ” said Mr 
Tullivor, impatiently. 

“Dear hoait I is it lime? T muKi go and got his 
supper," said lilra Tullivor, laying down Inn- knit- 
ting, and leaving tlie room. 

“ It’s nigh upon lialf-past eight," said ]\Ir Tullivor. 
“ lie'll bo here soon (lo, go and gi‘t the big f»il)le, 
and open it at the beginning, wIuto evoiything’s set 
down. And gj‘t tlio pmi and ink.” 

Maggie obe 3 'j'd, woiuhning : but luT fatliei gavo 
no farther oideis, and oidy sat 1 in tuning for T()m’.s 
footfall oil Iho gi’av(‘l, apparently irritated by the 
wind, which had risen, and was roaring so as to 
diown all other soinuLs. Tlieio was a strange light 
in his eyos that lathor fiightoned Maggie* bIm be- 
gan to wish that Tom would come, too. 

“There ho is, then," said Mr Tiilhver, in an ex- 
cited way, when the knock camo at last. Maggie 
went to open tlie door, but her inotlier came out of 
the kitchen, liuiriodly, saying, “ Stoji a bit, Maggie; 
I'll open it.” 

Mrs Tulliver had begun to be a little frightened 
at her boy, but she was jealous of every office others 
did for him. 

“Your supper's ready by the kitchen fire, my 
boy,” she said, as ho took off his liat and coat, “ You 
shall have it by yourself, just as you like, and I 
won’t speak to you.” 
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“I think my father wants Tom, mother,” said 
Maggie ; he must come into the parlour first.” 

Tom entered with hiS usual saddened evening 
face, but his eyes foil immediately on the open 
Bible and the inkstiind, and ho glanced with a look 
of anxious suipiisc at his father, who was saying — 
Come, coino, you r(^ late — I w’ant you.” 

*'Is tliCTO any tiling the matter, father?” said Tom. 

“You sit down — all of you,” said Mr Tulliver, 
poromptojil}'. “ And, Tom, sit down here ; Tve got 
some tiling for you to write i’ the Bible.” 

They all tlnco sat down, looking at him. He 
bognn to speak, slowly, looking fitst at his wife. 

“ l*vo made up my mind, Bi'ssy, and 111 be as 
good as my word to you. Thoic's the same grave 
made for us io lio down in, and we mustn*t be 
bearing one another ill-will. 1^11 stop in the old 
place, and I’ll servo under Wakem — and I’ll serve 
him like an honest man : thcie’s no Tulliver but 
what’s lionest, mind that, Tom” — heio his voice 
rose : “ they’ll havo it to throw up against me as 
I paid a dividend — but it wasn’t my fault — it was 
because there's laskills in the w’orld. They've been 
too many for mo, and 1 must gi\ o in. Ill put my 
neck in harness — for you've a right to say as I'^e 
brought you into ti-ouble, Bessy — and I’ll serve him 
as honest as if ho was no raskill: I’m an honest 
man, though I shall never hold my head up no 
more — I'm a tree as is bioke — a tree as is broke.” 

Ho paused, and looked on the ground. Then 
suddenly raising his head, ho said in a louder yet 
deeper tone — 
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“ But I won’t forgive liim ! I know what they 
say — ^ho never meant mo any harm — that’s the way 
Old Harry props up tho raskills — he’s hecn at tho 
bottom of every tiling — but he’s a fine gentleman — 
I know, 1 know. 1 slionldn’t ha* gone to law, they 
say. But who made it so as there was no arbi- 
tratin’, and no justice to 1)0 got? It sigiiifl(>B no- 
thing to him — I know that ; he’s one o’ them fine 
gentlemen as get money by doing business for 
poorer folks, and when he’s made beggars of ’em 
lie’ll give ’em charity. 1 won’t foigivo him I 1 
wish lie might be jmiiishcd with i-hame till his own 
son ’ud like to fuigot hurl. I wish he may do sum- 
mat as they’d mako iiiin woik at the treadmill i 
But ho won't — lie’s too })ig a laskill tf> let the law 
lay hold on him. And you mind this, I'oni — you 
never forgive him, neithci, if you mean to lie my 
son. There’ll maybe come a time when you may 
mako liim fool — it’ll never come to mo — I’li got 
iny head under the yoke. Now wiitc — wiito it i’ 
the Bible.” 

“ 0 lather, what ? ” said Maggie, sinking down hy 
his knee, pale and trembling. It's wicked to curse 
and bear malice.” 

“It isn’t wicked, I tell you," said her father, 
fiercely. “ It’s wicked as the raskills should pros- 
per — it’s tiio devil’s doing. Do as I tell you, Tom. 
Write.’’ 

“What am I to WTite, father?” said Tom, with 
gloomy submission. 

“Write as your father, Edward Tulliver, took 
service under John Wakem, the man as had helped 
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to rnin liim, because Td promised my wife to make 
her what amends I could for her trouble, and 
because I wanted to die in th’ old place, where I 
was born and niy f.ither was born. Put that i' the 
ri^ht words — ^you know how — and tlicn write, as I 
don't foigive Wakein, for all that; and for all Pll 
servo liini honest, 1 wish evil may befall him. Write 
that.” 

TJiere A\as .a dead sikneo as Tom's pen jrtoved 
along tlio paper : IMis Tidlivei* looked scared, and 
IMaggio triMubled hko a leaf. 

“ Now let 111(3 hoar iihat you've wioto,” said Mr 
Tnlliver. Tom road aloud, slowly. 

“Now wriU' — wiilo as you'll romomher what 
Wakoni's (hnie to your fathei, and you’ll make him 
and his f(‘(d it, if ever the day comes. And sign 
your name Tlioiiias 'rullivei.” 

“ 0 110 , father, dear father ! ” said Maggie, almost 
choked with fear “You shonldii'L make Tom write 
that.” 

“ Bo quiet, Alaggie ! ” said Tom. “ I shall write 
it.” 
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